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this rude and toyiſh addreſs can 
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Cad to, whoſe delignis only | 
to Deg pardon and protection, for 
that 1 being ſeduced to print theſe | 
youthful] vanities, have thus au- 
dacioutly ſhelter'd them under 
your _ [ thould not have : 
done it; bt that I well know the 
_— you have for me, is a * 
{afticient ſcreen againſt any of- 
fence 1 can commit againſt you; 
and I have conſidered. allo that 
there are four great things com- | 
mitted to your cultody;the Soul- | 
diers, the Lyons, the Guns, and, 
( which 3 is more powerfull ) rhe 
Mony.So thatit any fhould have 

an itch ro ſnarle at me ©, they will 

| 107 dare to open their mouths , | 
| ft they iNouls be thought to | 


bark | 


4 ? bark at you ; In whoſe R egiment 
| Tdefire roliit this Volunteer, be- 
J zing encouraged by this confidera- 
'* tion that together with thoſe 
* | preat and fcrious Emblems. and 
* inſtruments of power, the Apes 
- and Catamountains and other 
ol : properties of diverſion, do there 
find Safety and ſubſ1 ſtence; That 
"> thoſe privitedges may extend to 
this brat of mine, no leſs ridi- 
1 s.is the ambicics of, 


}- 


[ } Sr, 

d Your grateful Servant 
ie: A, Brome, 
is 


TO 


To the R eader. 


two accidents have concur'd ; « 
lazie diſeaſe, and a long vacation; 


T \0 the Colle&ion of theſe papers | 


the one inclinins me to do nothing elſe | 
and the other aftording me nothing elſe 


to do. 


To their publication T might alledee 


ſeveral reaſons ; namely, gratification 
of F riends, importunity, prevention 
of ſpurions impreſſions. But theſe are 
in print already in maity grave Authors, 
with exact tormula's to expreſs the baſh. 
fulneſs of the Author, and the badneſs 
of the work, &c. 

| There are another / ont of reaſons, not 
expreſsd but implied, as an ambition ta 
be in print ; to have a ce ont in cojiper, 
with 


To the Reader. 
with a Jawrell about my head; a motto 
and verſes underneath made by my ſelf 
in my own commendation ; and to be 
accompied a wit, an cail'd « Poet, 
But,to ſay tbe tratth, none of all theſe 
prevailed with me;for I made few of my 
F "Oo acquainted with the deſign;and 


thoſe few told me I ſhould expoſe my ſe oj 


| to the Ga” Are 0j £ the new Generation of 


ſupcs-Wirs, bo, /ike Commitree= 
Mcn or black-witch2s 77 Poetry, are 
created only to do miſcnief 3 nor did I 


fear any 1:egttimate impreittion þz 2reof, 


conceiving that no body would be at the 
charge of it. And to gratifie triends this 
way, were inSfead of quitting old obli- 
ations, to create New, . 
Now as to the honour of being in 
print , with its privil:dges, tis much 


like bein 7 4 Parhiament-man ; thoſe that 


defer: it, need not conrt it, Jus will be 

fo, whether they deſire it or not , thoſe 

that merit it not, will com? in by pur 

chaſe; ſuch Authors, !/ke Men that be = 
A 3 oct 
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To the Reader. 7 
get Daughters. 71111 ſt 0 O1VE portions to be 
rid of their iſſue. x 
Theſe reaſons being laid aſide, as de. F: 
ficient, it will be expeGed that | ſhould | 
preſent you with better, but indeed I 
have them not about mezand for that rea- © 
fon, T am bold 10 afirm that I am not © 
bonnd i i Strictne/. r fo g1vVe any man any 
reaſon for doing this. For why I mad: |! 
theſe rambles, [ can give no other ac- 
compt then a poor man does why be nets © 
children ; that is his pleaſure, aad this? 
mine. Ic as with him in his caſe, tis” 
with me in maine; havins br ought 0H? © 
brats znto the World, "tis our duty to © 
provide for their preſc ervation. 4 
I dare not ſay theſe poems are good," 
nor do I certainly know whsother they be |* 
or A0t for the wits are not yet agreed : al. 
a ſtandard; nor ſhall I d:clare them bad, | 
leaſt aidues ont of reſpec io me, ſh ould | 
be of the ſame opinion. E 
But ihis I aſſure you, that 1 "= 
Leen told to my face, that th 'Cy are -” F 
an 


7 To the Reader. 
| [; ant ' was ſuch a fond ' fool to believe it ; 
£ elſe you may be aſjured, they had nere 
-. | Fade: xpoſed to view;for upon my credit, 
13 Lbaveno aimbition to be laught ar. And 
[ | 'tvere a great ilti:genuity ts offer that 
1. | io my Friends, which 1 my jclf diſlike. 
1 All that is territle in his caſe, FT of 
: that the Author may be > Fang: f 4t, and 
/. 2 1c Srationer beggerd by the book , in- 
. © vendibility. homered "a to looks to. 
o 7 theone, T am provided arain$Ft the o-. 
'g © ther, For «cis nnkind a.d unmanly to 
's | abuſe m2 for being a 644 po, when as 
I conld no! help it ; it being my deſure to 
0 | b: as good as any that can joey m:3 and 
7 if 1 come ſhort by the bead, 11a can help 
1,» 25 yet I deftreto be thus far ingennous, 
eo to jt the /orld know, th ooh they 
fil way effeem or call me a Poct,by this they 
- 
d 


7 may ſee ] an Noac, or at lea5t (o Hecan 4 

y one, that *. were Letter 1 were none. 

2 To be 4 acceprance 0} this, HDOR. the 
«| ole! py oanfe of never Wrifing more, were 
1," to make it a wilf OO which 1 ſpai't 
i - commit 


To the Reader. 

commit. And though at preſent I reſolve 
againſt imeumbring my thoughts with 
ſuch 17 profitable meditations ; yet T will 
nere abjure thew , men being no more a- 
ble to P: erform VOWECS FCEUWEN bs write a= 
gain, then Widowes never to marry a- 
gain, 

And now, being taught by cuſtame, to 
bee pooetiing of 168 Reader, it ſhall be 
this, that in reading and judging theſe 

oems be will confider his own frailty, 
and tallivility , and read with the ſame 


remper and :pprehenſi on as if himſelf 


had winten, and T wzre to judge 2 And 


if be caanat find maiter here to pleaſe 
himſel* aad love me let ſim pitty my 
diſc -ſtr o1s late, that threw me into this 
ſad diſtemper of ryCaming, 

Bat as tothe men of a leverexr brow, 
who may be fcandalis'd at this free 2 way 
of writing, 1 defire them to conceive 
tho/e Odes which-may ſeem wild and ex- 
travazant, mot to be ideas of my own 
miad, bit characters of divers humonrs 


ſet 


To the Reader, 
ſet out in their own perſons. And what 
refleCed on the Times, to be but exprel- 
fions of what was thought and deſigned 
by the perſons rep: eſerted ; there leing 
10 laic way to reprove vices then raging 
among us, but to laſh them we 
P ebeps it may be expeGied I ſhould 
hawe interlarded this addreſs with ends 
of L atine;to declare my ſelf a Scholler 
well read. But the reaſon why T do not, 
is becauſe by this late happy change I 


{ ſpall hawe occa fron to employ that Fra 


Latine I have to a better uſe, and make 
tt more advantageous fo me. 


Farewell. 


oe nt AIM wor immer oem 


To the Ingenions Authour Mr-Alexand, 
Brome, 


Raiſe is the ſhade of Vertue, and ne're Wo 
Into contempt, till Men ceas'd to do w: 
Twas profit ſpoyld the world. Till then = þ 19w 
The Uſurer jtrook, ſazles unto the Poet. (it,) 
Kings envyed them their bayes;for thongh th2 Crywn 
Had more of luStre,it had lefs renown. 

Then be thou Brome, my SubjeA&; Thou whoſe mind 
Earge,us the bounds of Nature, hath calcin'd 
Things high and low,and drawn conceptions thence, 
Which Adam ſcarcely knew in's innocence, 
7* adorne thy ftile,and feed peetich fire, 
And wake thy high-flowa Raptures to fly higher : 
I hat car be thought or ſaid to ſet thee forth ! 
Or what Embelliſhment can guild thy worth * 
Great Merits { like good Claret ) need 12 [ig 
( IVho ere proclaimed that the Sun tid ſhine? ) 
Tis eafe ro begia , bnt hard to ed ; 
FH hen but to ſpeak thy Name, is to Comment. 

Bat leave IT thee the Fountain; for the fliream, 
Thy beok,, is now my more peculiar Theame, 
The Sceane of Wine and Women. Thy ſmart pen 
Refines our Loves, and liquors ore agen, 
And teaches us new l:fſons. Shall T whine 
To a coy Miſtreſs, ſwear, and lye, and pine, 
And dye, and live again , and change more ſhapes, 
Then Proteus 4:4, or four and jourty Apes, 
To win my loſs of Liberty, when I, 
Eathren'd by fancy in true Soveraignty » 


Can out of nothing, whenſoere Teaſe, 
Create a mullion of ſuch Miftreſſes ? 
411 write a Sonnet to my Atery ſhe, 
Or leal a better Sonnet ( Brome ) from Thee ? 
N-., No, for know my loves beft bjll of Dyet 
Is firii free thoughts, the next 1s tobe quiet. 

Hence too I'/I quit the Tavernes, for T find 
No Wine is like the Nefar of the Mind. 
Conceit 15 a good Cellar, Here we may 
Driaz without fin, and ſpend without Decay, 
And frolike and be merry; Or elſe we 
May read thy book. and tipple Pactry; 
And fing the prayſes of the nobler Vine, 
And ſend a health to the great God of wine. 
This, This, is pleaſure, and cheap too, thats better, 
For know the Muſe is apt to be a debtor. 

Atl this we learn from thee; po 04, aud be 
A miracle in future Hiſtory. 
Thou (hew*ﬆ us mirth,and nobler wayes to wo ; 
And Vindcateit thy profeſſion too. 
If Law and Buſineſs can produce ſuch frains, 
IVee't owe no9 Wit to leaſure but to Brains, 

Is. Paulet E medio Templo. 


To the [noenions Author Nr. A. B* 


F- Iw ! how! what miractes in print ? 
1 4 Poem with the Politicks int £ 
Tis Sirange, but T will not rekearſe 

Al! the Probatums »f thy verſe, 


This only: when the mbſe and Bum 
Had frighted all our miſeries dumb, 

I ben force hag-rid our Land and Seas, 
Tai made lawes truths Antipodes ; 

Ti ben treaſon, ( like the blood ) was found 
Zo circulate all England round ; 

Zho: Brome to cure the Kingdoms wrong 
Didi hatch new lozalty with a ſong. 
Puſick{ as once Sauls eldeff Devil ) 
Fetter d Rebellions rampant evil 

Þ: inte oftimes over-reaches reaſon 3 

A terſe will counter-charme a treaſon. 
Had Cromwell learnt the grace to fing, 
He bad fled to Heaven for his King. 
Rob. Nepeir E medio Templo. 


NN 


To my ingenious Friend Mr. Brome, |, 
on his various and excellent Poems © 


An hull: Eglog. 


Laman and DLorus. 


VVrittcn the 25, of May, 1560, 
Daman. 

ail happy day | Dorus, ſit 4own : 

Now let no ſigh, nor let a frown 
Lodge near thy heart , or ox thy brow. 
The King | the King's return'd ' and #ow 
Lets baniſh all ſad thoughts, and ſing 
We have our lawes , and have our King. 

v 


Dotrus. 


 Dorus. 


Tis trxe and T wood ſing, but 0h | 


Theſe wars have ſhrunk my heart ſo low 


Twill not he rais'd. 


Daman. 
What net this day ? 


VV hy tis the twenty ninth of May : 
Let Rebels ſpirzts fink: /et thoſe 


That like the Goths aud Vandals roſe 


To ruine families, and bring 


Contempt up our Church, our King, 


And all that's dear to us, beſad ; 
But be not thou , let us be glad, 


And Dorys,to invite thee, look, 

Here's a ColleQtion in this bool: 

Of all rhoſe chearfnll ſongs, thar we 
Have ſung wich mirth and merry-gle: 
As wehave march to fight the caule 
Of Gods anoynted, and our {awes: 

Such fongs as make not rhe leaſt ods 
Berwixt us mortals and the Gods : 

Such ſongs as Virgizs need not fear 
Tofing, ora grave Matrox hear. 

Here's /ove dreſt xeat,and chait,and gay 
As gardens in the month of Mzy ; 
Here's harmony, and wit, and art, 
Torailerhy thoughts, and chear thy beart. 


Written ty whom ? 


A friend of mine, 


[Dorns. 


Damnis. 


And one that's worthy to be thine : 


A Civil ſwazn, that knowes his times 

For bufineſles, and that done, makes rimes ; 
Bur not till then : iny Friends a man 
Lov d by the Mufes; dearco Pax; 

He bleſt him with a chearfull heart : 

And chey with this ſharp wit and art, 
Which he ſo tempers, as no Swain, 

That's loyal, does or fhou'd complain. 


| Dorus. 
I woo'd fain fee him: 


Daman. 
Go with me. 


Dorus. 
To youder broad beech tree, 
There we ſhall meet him and Phillis . 
Perrigor, and Amaryllis, 
Tyterus, az4 his dear Clora , 
Tom and Will, and their Paſtora : 
There we'l dance, ſhake hands and ſung, 
We have our Lawes, 

God bleſs the King, 
Iz. Walton 


To my worthy Friend Mr. Alex, Brome. 


(made, 
Tre mere to run more Clear through quill wiz 
Then through thine is the praiſe of it convey'd 3 
And as by Reuxis (rapes ſo Painted were, 
That even birds,to peck at thent drew near; 
©, wh, thy lively Poems ſee, will think 
That as they read of the GraPes juice,they drink! 
| Thou doeit not treat us With (ſort Epigrams, 
| Libe Uſurers glaffſes, only holding 4rans 
But in thy Songs thy wit is copious fornd, 
As I ine in Conduits when a King is crowir 4. 
| There frength of fancy,to it ſweetneſs joynes, 
| Unimixt with water,na07 | trum'd #119 ro [11!85. 
| the lover who in many a froſty night 
| Did Serenede his Miſtreſs out of fobt, 
| And to b;;Gittar ſongs moſt doleful howle 
Iz corfort with th> pellman and the Qvvle, 
Nw takes his Brimmer off, and ro her flyes, 
1 | Singing thy Rhimes, and fraight Me is bis Prizes 
She doth 10 more her Red-nos'd lover ſcorn, 
But fairer thinks then bluſhes of the morn; 
And wonld hve Hymens torches lighted he 
By ih noſr,that's to linck-boy compared by thee. 
. | He tells her no part of a woman ought 
0 Þ Vito Starrs, Sun, globes,roſes like be thought; 
but that thoſe Hanes which raiſe fo high a pride, 
Are but to [Taverns fit to be appljed. 


5; YE 5 0 OG SO EeY 9 FEES - 
=» Ste. 20 5 2 oo 3 9 RES Us Ha 7\ 


A Country Parſon ith' Rumps reign did woe 

H# auditory Honey to do, 

And wear brave ſouls,which he enforc'd by thoſe 
Thy ſongs only reform d by him to proſe , 

IP hich he had heard at market over night: 

Thus do thy fancies profit and delight. 

Carry the cauſe then for this man inblack, 

That he may have from Vintners tithes of Sack ; 

WY herein he will not crave ſo much, as did 

The Levite who ſome of his Pariſh bid 

That ſaid to Greenland that they ſhould mot fail 
Thenge of their prey to bring him the teath IWhale. 
But to reward him higher,let him get 

Tithes of thy mu\e,and ſo be out of 's debt. 

And now me thinks,while thou abroad doft ſhew 
Thy ſelf in print to the Worlds open view, 

From all that vvear brave fouls #o voice doth Fir, 
- But vvelcome Sir, y-are kindly vvelcomaSir. 
et if the envious at thee do repine, 


They ſhall be but like flies drown'd in thy Wine. 
C, VV. 
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- | 
WAS E L L wel, "cs true 
, I am now falne in [ove, 

And 'tis with You: 

And now [I plainly ſee, 

SS V\Whilc you "16 enthrow' d by me abovey 
You all your aris an pow'rs improve 

To Tyrant over me; 

And make my flames thi incentives of your ſcorn,” . 

While you rejoyce, and fralt your eyes ro ſee me 
(thus forlorn.” 


* But yet Sr 'wiſ:, | 
And don'e beleeve that I 
 Didchink your eyes 
| More bright chan Stars can be ; 
Or that your face Angels outvyes 7 
In their Coteſtial Liverties 
"Twas all bur” Poetrie, _ 
—j I could have ſaid as niuch by any "ſhe, 


You are not beauceous of your ſelf bur are male (. , 
| (by me. 


:3 3. Though' 


POEMS. 


Though we, like Fools, ' 
Fathome the Earth andSky, 
And drayne the Schools 
For names expreſs you by : 
Ourc-rant the lowd'it Hyperbole's 
Todub you Saints and Deities, 
By Capids Heraldry, 
We know you're Fleſh and Bloed as well as men, 
And when we will can mortalize, and make you ſo 
| agen. 


*. 


Yet {ince my Fate 
Has drawn me to this Sin 
Wanich ! did hate, 
PII not my Jabour loſe 
Put will love on, as I begin, 
To the purpoſe now my hand is in, 
Spice of thoſe Arts you uſe, 
And let you know the World is not ſo bare, 
There's things enough to love,betjdes ſuch Toyes as 


(Ladies are. Þ 


Pil loye good Wine, 
Pll love my Book and Muſe, 
Nay all the Nine, 
Y'll Love my real Friend, 
-F'\l Love my horſe, and could ] chule 
One thar would not my Love abuſe, 
 Toher my heart ſhould bend, 
I wil] love thoſe that laugh, and-thoſe that ſing,þ 


Fll love my Country, Prince and Laws, and rhole 
| (that love the King, 


Th 


—_— ——— 
Smog 


_ — — TR 


SONG. I. 
Thel ndifferent. 


=} Itake me not, I am not of that mind 
 Tohate all woman kind; 
Nor can you ſo my patzence vex 
To make my Myſe blafpheme your ſex, 
A Nor with my Satyrs bite you 3 « 
"K Though there are ſome in your free-Stete. 
= Somethings in you, who 're Candidate, 
That he who z,or /oves himſelf, mult hate ; 
Yet Ill not therefore ſ{;ght you. 
For I'm a Schiſmatick, in Love, 
And what makes »19/} abhorr it, 
In me does more afecG791 move, 
And I /ovethe better for it, 
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2; 
I vow, I am fo farr from loving z0xe, 
Thar 1 /veevery one ; 
If fair I muſt, if brows ſhe be, 
. She's lovely, and for Sympathy, 
*Cauſe we're alike, I love her; 
If tall, ſhe's proper; and if ſhort 3 
She's humble and | love her for'c, 
Smal/'s pretty, fat is pleaſant, every fort 
Some graceful goog diſcover 3 
If young.,the*s plyant to the ſport; 
And if her viſage carry 
Gray hairs and wrink/es, yet Pl court, 
And fo turn Antiquary. 
| B 2 3- Be 


s a5 
TA 


Ing, 
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Th 


& POE MS. 


Be her hair red, be ber livs gray Or blew, 
Or any other hue, 
Or has ſhe but the ru;xs of a noſe, 
Or but eye-fockers, ['le love thoſe ; 
Though ales, nor 5k71, does clothe her, 
Though from her /»ngs, the ſext that comes 
Does rowt her teeth our of their gums 5 
Fl} count all this for high Excomiums, 
Ner will I therefore /path her. 
There are no rules for beauty, bur 
'Tis as our fancies make it: 
Be you but kzzd, I'll chink you fair 
And all for truth thall take ic. 


SON G. I1t. 
The Reſolve. 


Ell menot of a face thar's fair, 
Nor /zp and check that's red, 
Norof che rreſſes of her hair, 
Nor curles in order laid ; 
Nor of a rare ſerapbick voice, 
. That like an Angel lings 
Though ifT were ro take my choice, 
| would haveall cheſe things. 
But if chat thou wilt have me love 
And it muſt bea ſhe, 
The only argument can move 
Is, that ſhe will love me, 


| The olories of your Ladies be 
F But Metaphors of things ; 
! | And buc reſemble what we ſee 
F Each common aljeq brings. —T] 
i | Roſes out-red their /zpsand cheeks, 
: LCLCilliestheir whitenefſe ſtain: 
| What fool is he thar ſhadows feens 
And may the ſub#ance gain ? 

Then if thou'It have me love a Laſs 
p Let it be one that's kind, 

) Elce 1 ma ſerrgnt to the glaſ; 
That's with Canary Ind, 


'; 
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Es 
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SONG. IV. 
The Wary Woer. 


I 
F- Auth, you're miſtaken, Ile not /ove 


T har face that frowns on me, | 
Though it bc handfom,”'tſhall not move. i 
fy centered foul that's farr above 

The magick of a paint, 
That on a Devil writes a Sertt : 
I bate your pidfures and imagery. 
I'm no love- Sion, nor will camely now 
Lic ſwadlcd inthe trenches of your brow. 


- 


B 2 2.Though 


6 POEMS, 


3 
if Though you are witty what care ] ? 

it My danger is the more; 

It Nay ſhould you boaſt of hoxeſty 
Womau gives all thoſe names the je: 


\ In all you hardly can : 
| 1" Writeafcer thar fair copy, Man; 5 
. Anddable inthe ſteps we've gone before. Es 


We you admire, as we do parots all 


Not ſpeaking well, but thar they ſpeak at all. 
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3 
That Laſs mine armes delire t*enfold, 


| Born in the golden age, . 
by , Guarded with Angels, but of Gold, ; 
li. $he that's in ſuch a ſhowre enroll'd , 
va May tempt a Fove to be | 
H Guilty of Loves Idolatry, S 
W And makea picaſure ofan Hermitage ” 
"M Though their tcerh are not,if their xecks wear pear! 
F A Kichin wench 15 conſort for an Earl. 

[0 4 ; 
} | Tis money makes the man, you ſay, £ 
{ f | *1 ſhall make the Woman too ; 


When borh are clad :n like aray 
December rivals youthful May : 5 
'  Thisrules che 10rd, and this | 
| Perfefiion of both ſexes 1s ; 
/ + This Flora made a Goddels,f5 twill you : 
This makes us /avgh, this makes us drink and ſing; Þ 
This makes the beggar trawple ore his King. T 


# 


Song, | 


I 


5g 


SONG. V. 
. The Conn'el.” 
I. 


| Hy's my friend fo melancholy ? 
Prethee why ſo ſad,why foſad? 
Beauty's vain, and Love's a folly, 
Wealth and women make men mad. 
Tohim that has a hearr'thac's jolly 
No immg's grievous, Nothing s ſad. 
Come cheer up my Lad. 


| Fe 
Doesrhy mifreſſe ſeem to fly thee ? 
Prethee don't repize, don't repine : 
it at firſt ſhe does deny thee 
Of her love, deny her thine ; 
She thews her coyneſſe bur totry thee , 
Ard will triumph if chou pine. 
Drown thy thoughts 11 w2nc. 


Try again,and don't give over, 
Pl; her,ſhe's rhine own,ſhe*s thine own 3 
Cowardiſe undoes a Lover. 
They are Tyrantsif you moan 3 
If nor thy ſe/f,nor /ove can move her, 
But fhe'{;ghr thee and be gone : 
Let her then alone. 


B 4 


8 POE AM 5, 
= 
If chy conrtſhip can't invite her, 
Nor to condeſcend, nor to bend; 
Thy only wiſdom is to ſlight her, 
And her beauty diſcommend. | 
Such a #iceneſſe wil require her 3 


Yetifthy Love will not end, 
Love hy felf and friend. 


wm 


SONG. VI. 


To his Miſtreſs, 


Te 
[4 you'l wonder when you ſee 


With thoſe bright twins of eyes, 
The ragged lines that crawle from me, 
And nore the' contrarietie 
That bothFn chem and in their Authour lyes. 


2. 
I that Came bicher with a breaſt 
Coated with Male about ; 
Proof 'gainſt your beaury, and the reſt, 
And had no room for {ove to neſt, 
Where reaſon lodgd W ithin,and loye kepr our. 


3s 
My choughts turn'd, like the needle, about, 
Touched by Magunetick love : 
And fain would find ſome North-pole out, 
But waver 'twixt deſire and doubt; 
ils 11 gow chey” Ce fit, and point to you above. 
” 4+ Lend 


fe; 
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4 
Lend me one'rgy, and do but ſhine 
Upon my verfe, and me; : 
F Your beexty can enrich a line, 
And ſo you'l make *'um yours, not nnne; 
Since ther's no Helicen like love and thee. 


SON G. VI [, 
To his Miſtreſ. Se 


I, 
Hy doft thou frown, my dear, on me? 
V. Come change that angry face. 
What though I kift that Prodjgie, 
And did hec ugly limbs embrace ? 
'T was only caufe thou wert in place. 


T 2, 

k Had I ſuckd poyſan from her breath, 
One kiſs could ſer mie free: 

Thy lip's an Aztidete*gainſt Death; 
Nor would I ever wiſh to be 


Cur'd ofa ſickneſs but by thee. 


GER OE ey HER En ood ane % 
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| The lictle birds for dirt ko 
Down from the purer sk1e, 
And ſhall nor] kiſs foul and fair? 
Wile thou give Birds more pow'r than 12 
" Fye, is aſeru{u/ers xicety. 


nd 


When all the J/or/d ET about , 
A\l beauties elſe to ſpy, 
And.at the laſt, can find none out, 
Equal to thee in beauty; I _ 
Will make thee my fole Dejry. 


_— 


SONG, VII. 


The hard H eart 


I, 
Till ſo hard-bearted ! what may be 
The fn thou haſt commirred ? 

| That now the angry Dezty 

Has to a Rock congealed thee, 

And thus thy hardaeſſe fitred? 

To make one a& both fi and curſe, 

And plague thy bardaeſs with a worſe, 


2 
Till chee there never was but one 
Wasto a Rock tranilated, 
Poor Nzobe that weeping ſtone: 
She ever did, thou ne're doſt, moan, 
Nor is thy ſcorn abated. 
Thetears1 ſend ro thee are grown 
Of that ſame nature, and turn ftoxe. 


?P OEMS. 


Yet 1, dear Rock, muſt wocihip thee, 
Love works this ſuperſtition, 
And juſtifies ch? Jdolatry 
Thar's ſhown to ſuch a fone as thee, 
Where it foreruns fruition. 
Thou'rt ſo magnet ick, thath can 
No more leave thee than to be Mans 


Burt thou, I warrant thee,do*'ſt ſuppoſe 
This new defi9u will lay me, 

And ravel our my life witn woes 

Till death,at lait,mine eycsfhall cloſe; 

That all may read, !o hereT lj 

Tomo'd in thy heart, ſlain by thine eye. 


ES 
But I, I vow, will be more wiſe, 
And love with ſuch diſcretion; 
When Iread coyneſle 1n thy eyes, 
111 roze Mine wich hke crueltes, 
And kill with prepoſſeſſion. 
Then PII curn {toxe, and fo will be 
An endleſs monument to thee, 


_ 
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SONG IX 


Lowes Anarchy. 


I. | 
10 Ove. IT muſt tell thee, I'lno longer be 
il A Vittime tothy beard]eſs Deity : 
Nor ſhall chis heart of mine, 
Now 'cisreturn'd, 
" Be offered at.thy ſprixe, 
ul Or at thine A/tar burn'd, 
Love,ltke Religion's made an ajery name, 
To awe choſe fou]s whom want of wic makes tawe. 


2, 
There's no ſuch thing as © »iver, Shafts or Bow, 
Nor does Love wound, but men imagine ſo, 
Qr if ic does perplex 
And grieve the mind, 
'Tis the poor maſculine ſex: 
I/omen noſorrows find. 
"Tis not our perſons, nor our parts,can move *um, | 
Nar is*t men's worth, but wealth, makes Ladies love 
("um F 


Wa 
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* 
Reaſon henceforth, not ls ve,ſhall be my guide, 


My fellow-creatures ſhian.be Derfied; [ 
Ple now a reþel þe, | | ; 
And ſo pull down | l 


[148 That Difteff- Monarchy, | 
il tl | And Femgls fancy d CYOWwHe q 
| | In theſe unbridled times who would not firive 

| Tafree his xcck from all prerogative ? 


bu 


Jang. 


SONG. X 
The Libertine. 


(þ I. : 
; Eerſwade me not, I vow I'le /ove no niore, 
; My heart has now ta'ne quarter 5 
Z My fetters PlI no more adore, 
2 Nor madly ran, as heretofore, 
| To break my freedonis Charter : 
He, that once fails, may try again; 
{ Buc who ſo often fool'd has been, 
: And ſtill artempts, commits a triple fin : 
5 He's his own humours Martyr. 
= 11] uſe my /zberty ro run 
Abroad, and ftill be choofing : 
Who would coxfixe himſelfco one 
That has power of refuſing ? 


; 3, 
n, | The unconfined Bee, we ſee, has power, 
ve Tokjfs and feel cach flower; 
m. Þ Nor 1s his pleaſures hinured 
| To the ruines of one maidenhead. | 
. Nortyed to ones embraces : yy 


{ But having's will of one, he'l fly 
| Tanother, and there load his thigh. 
| Why ſhould be have more priviledg than 1? 
iS Since both our amoruus caſes 

Differ in this alone ; his thighs, 

When he abroad doth rome, 
Loaden with ſpoyls return . Bur mine 
Come weak and-empty home. 


4; The 
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The ſelf fame beanty MEL. *vecfcen ſworn 
Dwelt only in my deareſt, 
I ſeeby other Ladies worn, 
Whom the ſame Graces do adorn : 
I like that face that*s neareſt. 
This I ſa7nte, and walk with that; 
Wirh this I fg, with rother chat, 
F'venone to Catechiz- me where? or what ? 
Nor will bery'd © a Querift. 
Thus out of all, Pigmalion like, 
My fancy liwns a woman ; 
To her I freely ſacrifice, 
And rivald am by no man. 


Y A $4 Woe 
EW 80 "ATE I 


SON UG Xb 


The Contrary. 


Ay prithee do, be coy and ſlight me, 
| muſt love, though thou abhor it; . 
This pretty miceneſs does invite me : 
Scorne me, and [I'll love thee for ir. 
Thar I orld of beauty thar 1s in you, 
I'} overcome like Alexander. 
in amorous flames ] can continue 
Uning'd,and prove a Salamander, 


POEMS, 


2 
Do not be won too ſoon I prethee, 
Put let me woe, whilſt thou doſt ly me. 
Tis my delight ro dally' with rhee, 
[11 court thee ſtill if chou'lt deny me; 
For there's no happineſs bur /oving, 
Enjoyment makes our pleaſures flat. 
Give me the heart that's alwayes moving, 
And's not confhind r'one you know what. 


$2 


I've freſh ſupplies on all occaſions, 
| Of rhoughts, as Various as your face is, 
{ No Diredory for evaiions, 
| Nor will1 court by common-places. 
| My heart's with Antidotes provided, 
| Norwill Idye 'cauſe you frown on me ; 
| I'm merry whenT am derided, 
| VVhen youlaugh at me or upon me. 


'T1s fancy thar creates —_ pleaſures 
| That havenobeing bur conceired; 
| And when we come to dig thole treaſures, 
| We ſee our ſelves our ſelves have cheated: 
Bur if th'art minded to deſtroy me, 

Then love mie munch,and love me ever, 
| Fil love thee more,and that may ſlay me, 
Sol thy Martyr am, or never. 


"SONG XL. 
The T onung Lower. 


= ! never tell me, I'm too young 
For loving, or too Greex, 
She ſtayes at leaſt ſeven years roo long 
Thar's wedded at fonrteen, 
| Age and Diſcretion fic | 
| - Grave Matrons,whoſe delires and youths are paſt, 
FE: Love needs not,nor has wit. (troft 
They in whoſe youthful breaſt dwells nought bur 
Can only mourn the deyes,and zozes, rhey*ve loſt. 
2. 
Lamls bring forth Lays, and Doves bring Doges 
As ſoon as they r begotten: 
Fhen why ſhould La4tes tinger loves, 
As it not ripetill rotten. | 
: 'Tis envious age perſwades ; 
This tedious hereſy for men ro woe 
Stale Nimphs and Veſtal] maids, 
While they in modeſty mult anſwer No. | | 
Late Love, like late Repentance, ſeldom's true. E 


Gray hairs are fitter for the Grave 


Than for the bridal bed; Se 
VVhat plcafſure can a lover have _ - 
In whither'd Maidenhead ? Th 

: Dry bones and rotten limbs F 
Make Hymens Femple turn an Hoſpital ; \ 


 _ Agea|l our beauty dimms, 2 An 
Though Lands mult not till one and twenty fall, 
The laws to {ove preſcribe no rinie at a}. 
4, Natute 


POEMS: 


Nature's exalced in onetime ; 
"- And whatour Grandames then 
' At four and twenty ſcarce could climbe, 
VVe can arrive at ten. 
Youth of it ſelf {oth bring us 
Provecatives within, and we do ſcorn 
Love-powders and Eringoes. 
Cupid himſelf 's a cbi/d, and 'twill be ſworn, 
Lovers like poets, are not made,but born. 
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SONG. XIE 
To his MiStreſ. F, 


ED I 
M* Theodora,can thoſe eyes | 
From whence ſuch glories ſhine 
Give light to every foul that pryes, _ 
And only be obſcar'd to mine, 
» VVho willingly my heart religne, 
Erflam'd by you, to be your ſacrifice ? 


2. | 
Send out one beam t'enrich my ſoul, 
And chaſe this gloomy thade, 
That does inc/ouds about me roul, 
And in my breaſt a be{/ has made; _ 
VVhere fire ſtill burns, ſtill fantes invade, 
And yet lights pow'r and comfort both concroul. 


#4 3. Then 


— om. 


POEM Ss, 


; | 3. 
Then, out of gretitzde, I'll ſend 
\ Some of my flamesto thee, 
| Thus lovingly our gifts we'il blend; 
And both in joyes ſhall wealthy be: 
And love, though b/:;xd,ſhall learn to ſee, 
Since you an eye to him and me can lend. 
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SONG XIIL 


To a Widow. 


To 
Ay, dry ( for ſhame ) thoſe þ1ubber'd eyes, 
And ceaſe to figh that breath away, 
F ates are not mov'd with tears and cryes, 
Nor formal ſighs as vain as they. 
Foyes are not joyes, that alwaics ſtay, 
And conſtant pleaſures do'nt delight bat cloy. 


* 


2, 
Though he be gone, that was your dear, 
You muſt not ever m0174e and pine? 
The $un that's buried the laſt Year, 
Does now 1n zewer glory ſhine. 
Your Nuptial joyes and pleaſures be 
Not dead, bur only inherited by me, [> 


3. 
Hymen's an Artiſt, and can do 
The next time betcer then before, 
Giants great heights can reach unto, 
But on their ſhoulders dwarfs reach more. 
Men more refin'd do dayly grow, 
The nearer to Divinity they go. 4+ Then 


SOEMS, 19 


Then don't ( my dear ; heart confine, 
To one whoſe being”s palt away, 
And make me with defires to pine, 
Whilſt he muſt glut,that can't injoy. 
Love's fifled, when it is confind, 
To this or that ; its obie&: is mankind. 


— —_— _— —_— 
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' SON 6. xIv. 


To bis Friend that had wow'd 
Small- Bear, 


Io 
[ Eave off fond Hermite, leave thy vow, 
And fall again to drizking 
That beawutie that wont ſack allow, ” 
Is hardly worth chy thinking, 
Dry love or ſmall can never hold, 
* Þ And without Bacchus Venus ſoon grows cold. 


2. 
Doeſt think by turning Archorite ; 
Or a dull ſmall-Bear finner, 
Thy cold embraces can invite, 
Or ſprightleſs Courtſhip win her 2 
No, 'tis Canary that inſpires, 
Tis Sack, like Oyle, gives Flames to anvrous Fiers: 


_ C 2 3: This 
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by 


| - I 
This makes thee chant 4 y Miltreſſe name, * 
And to the heavens to raiſe her ; 
And range this univerſal frame 
For Epithets to praiſe her. 
Low liquours render brains unwitty, 
And ne're provoke to /ove, but move topity: 


Then be thy ſelf,and 4 ke thy Glaſſe. 
Leave off this dry Devotion, 
Thou mnſt like Neptune cours thy laſs, 
Wallowing in Ne&ars Ocean, 
Let's offer at each Ladies ſhrine, 
A full crown'd bowl,firſt here's a health to thine. 


| | 
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SONG, XV. 


xl On Claret. 


l | Frm this Lott/e's tobe ſeen, 


A ſearler liquor that has been 
Born of the royal vine; 
| _ Webntnick name it when we call 
| TIrGods drink, whodrink none at all, 
| No higher name then J/;e 
* 
*Tis Ladies liquor : here one might 
Feaſt both his eye and apperice, 
i . With beauty and with tat, 
| Cherries and Roſes which you ſeek. 
Upon your Mifireſs lip and cheek 
Are here together plac'c, 


3. Phy- 
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3 
Phyſitians may preſcribe their whey 
To purge our Reins and Brains away, 
And clarify the Blood 5 
That cures one ficknefle with another, 
This routs by wholeſale altogether, 
And drowns them in a flood. 


This Poets makes, 2, could 1, . 
Thus ramble into Poetrie, 
Nay and write Sonnets too 3 
If there's ſuch pow*r in j1#i0r wines, 
To make one venture upon lines 
What could Canary di ? 


Then ſquezs the veſſels bowels ot 
And deal ic faithfully abouc, 

Crown each hand wich a brimmer ; 
Since we re to paſs through this red ſea, 
Our noſes ſhall our Pilots be 

And every ſoul a ſwimmer, 


nw — _ —_——  ———— —— 
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SON G XVL 
A Mock Song. 


F* true, I never was in love ; | 
Bur now I mean to be, | 
For there's no art | 
Can ſhield a heart 
From loves Supremacie. 


G3 2, Though 
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2o 
Though in my 2oxege I have ſeen | 
A world of taking faces; / 
I had not agenor wit to ken : 
There ſeveral hidden graces. 


I 
Thoſe vertues which chough thinly ſet, 
In others are admired, | 
In thee are altogether met, / 
Which make thee ſo deſired. 


Thar though I never was in Love 
Nor never meant to be 
Thy ſelf and parts 
Above my arts 
Have drawn my heart to thee. 


—_ —_— — —_— 


SONG. XVII 


Reaſons of Love. 


Rethee, why doſt thou /ove me ſo ? 
Or is it but in ſhow ? ( me ? 
What is there that your thoughts can pick, about 
If beauty in my face you view, 
Twas ne're writ there unlefleby you, 
L little find within, nor you without me. 
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| 2. 
I han'c the Rhetorzck of che foot : 
Nor leane long leg to boot, 
Norcan I court with congees, trips, and dances 3 
I ſeldom ſing, or if 1 do, 
You'll ſcarce tell where I fxg or no, 
I can't endure Love-fories and Romaxces, 


1” 
I ncither know, nor love to play 
And foolmy cime away ; 
Nor talk in Dales to pleaſe your faxcy : 
Nor carve the Capon or the Dale 
But hey it through from head to tazl, 
A complement to me 1s Negromancy- 


I boaſt not of a pedigree, 
That Lords or Lordlings be, 
Nor dolI lace my name with Grandfires ſtory, 
Nor will I take the pains to look 
For a fools- coat th Heralds book, 
My fame's mine own, no monumental glory. 


5. 
I am not faſhion'd of the mode, 
Nor rant ith' Gallants rode, 
Nor in my habit do obſerve decornm, 
Perfumes ſhall not my breath bely, 
Nor clothes my body glor:fee, 


| They ſhall derive their honour, 'cauſe I wcre 'um, 
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| 6. 
No frizling nor ſcarce locks, and yet 
Perhaps more hair then wit : © 
Nor ſhall Sweet-powders vanity delight you ; 
Though my hair's little, Ple not carry 
A wigfor an Auxiliary, | - 
If my /ocks can't, anothers ſhant invite you: 


And which is worſe, I cannot woe 
With Ge/d as others do, 
Nor 5ait your love,with Lordſhips,Lands,& Towers; 
Juſt ſo much money I have by, 
As ſerves to ſpoil my poetry 
Not to expoſe mie to the higher powers. 


8. 
Nay you ſhan't niake a fool of me, 
Though I no Sratif# be, 
Nor ſhall I be ſovalliant'to fight for ye, 
I han'c the patience to court, | 
Nor did I e*re do'c, bur in ſport 
I wont run mad for love, nor yet $£o marry. 


9: 
And yer I know ſome cauſe does move, 
Though ic be not pure love 
"Tis for you honours ſake chat you affe & me, 
For well you know, ſhe that's. my Laſs, 
Is canon1z'd in every glaſs, | 
And her healch's drunk,by all chat dorefpe& me. 


10. Then 
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IO. 
Then loye tho on, Ile tipple till 
Boch of us have our Þ/!, 
And fo thy name ſhall never beforgotten 
I'll make thee Hellexs fame lurvive, 
T hough ſhe be dead and thou alive, 


5 >, 
Fer though thou'rt not fo old;thy hearc $ a5 rotten 


SON G. XVIIL 


E pithalam 'y. 


Ay fie, P/atonicks, ſtill adoring, 
T he fond Chy:rera's of yuur brain ? 
Still on that empty nothing poring ? 
And only follow what you faigne £ 
Live in your humour, *tis a curſe 
So bad, *twere pity with a worſe. 
\We'l baniſh ſuch conceits as thoſe, 
Since he that has ezzj9yment Knows, 
More bliſs then P/ato could ſuppole. 


2 
Caſh iere{ woers, whole low merir 
Could ne*re arrive at nuptial bliſs, 
Turn ſch;ſmaticks in love,whoſe ſpiric 
ee Would haye none b;r*cauſe they do mjjs. 


At his fruition flings away - 
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But thoſe reproackes that they vent 
Do only blaze their diſcontent 

Condemn'd mens words no truth can ſhow, 
And Huaters when they prove toſlow 

Cry Hares are dry meat, let*um go. 


Th* inamour*d youth, whoſe flaming breft - 
Makes Goddeſſes and Angels all 

In's contemplation finds no reſt, 
For all his joyes are ſceptical, 


His Cloris and his Welladay 
And gladly joynes to fill our Quire. 
Who to ſuch happinefle aſpire 

As all muſt ezvy or admzre. 


4s a 
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$ONG. NIX, 
An Ode of Anacreon paraphraſed, 


Beauties force. 


Wonder why dame Nature thus 

I Her various gifts diſpences 
Sheevery creature elſe but us ; 
' With arms, or armour fences. 

The Bul! with bended horns ſhe arms ; 

_ With hoofs ſhe guards the horſe 

The hare can nimbly run from harms, 

Alt knowthe Lyoxs force, 


2.T he 
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The Bird can File fly on's wing, 
She Fiſþ with fins adornes, 
The Cuckg/d too, that harmleſlſe thing, 
His patience guards, and's horns. 
| And Mes ſhe valiant makes and wiſes 
To fhun.or baffle harmes ; 
But to poor J/omen ſhe denies 
Armour to give, Or arms. 


——_—— A. 


Inſtead of all, i ſhe does do; 
Our Beauty ſhe beſtows, 
Which ſerves for arms and armour tos 
*Gainſt all our pow'rful Foes 
And tis no matter, ſo (he doth 
Still beautious faces yield 
- Wee'l conquer ſword and fire, for both 
To beauty leave the field. 


- 
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SONG XX. 
. L | 
Love s without Reaſon. 


= not my Ladies face that makes me love her, 
| Though beaxry there doth reſt, 
Enough t* inflame the breaſt 
Of one, that never did diſcover | 
"The glories of aface before 
But I that have ſeen thouſands more 
See nought in hers, but what in others are, 
Only becauſe I think [he's fair, ſhe's. fair. 


2; 

*T is not her vertues, nor thoſe vaſt perfeFions, 
That crowd rogether in her, 
Ingage my ſoul to win her, 

For thoſe are only brief Cs/leG:9ns5, 
Of what's in man n fo/zo writ z 

l Which by their 1mitative wit 

It HWomenlike Apes and Children ſtrive to do; 

|] But we that have the ſubFance {light the ſhow. 


"Tis not her b;rth, her fr:ends,nor yet her treaſure, 
My freeborn ſoul can hold ; 
For chains are 6hains though gold ; 
Nor do I court her for my pleaſure, 
Nor for that old Moralitie 
Dol love her, *cauſe ſhe loves me ? 
For that's no /ove, bur gratitude, and all 
Loves, that from fortunes rife, with fortunes fall. 
| 4. [ 


POEMS. 


If friends, or birth, a——_ love within me, 
Then Przxces [le adore, 
And only ſcorn the poor, 
4 If vertue of good parts could win me, 
TT id rurne Platonick and ne're vex 
Wy foul with difference of ſex 
nm he, that loves his Lady 'cauſce fhe's fair, 
elights his eye, fo loves himſelf, not her. 


6. 

Reaſon and IViſdom are to love high treaſon, 

Nor can he truly love, 

Whole flame's not farr above, 
And far beyond his wit or reaſp1, 

Then ask no reaſon for my fires, 

For inf;aite are my delires. | 
Something there 1s moves me to love, andI 
Do know I love, bur know not how,. nor why. 


BIRD — EPI”. — Poo Eo 


Dry Frm upnocs 


SON G. XXL. 


The Damai{el. 


e Ince I/smen are ſtll, 
By pretenders to sKill, 
Suppos'd to be ſway*d by cheir will, 
And noc by their judgment nor reaſon, 
Then it ſhall be mine, 
To uphold the delign, 
In ſpite of the hits 
' Of the fellows call*d JYVits 
If FThat jeere every thing that's 1n ſealon. 
B 2: Though 
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While he fathers the ſports of a lover. 


DE ee re en OOO 


2. 

Though youthful I be, 
And buxome to ſee, 
And ſuppos'd to be frolick and free, 

 Andrjipe for the thing you wot on 
I'lenor facrific'd be 
To the Gingerbread he 
Whoſe cloathes are in print 
And his hair has butter in'c 
And his fancies and whimſeys has got on. 


_ 

For the Touth $n their bud, 

Thar do fail in the flood, 

Oftheir a&ive and flaming blood, 

Like furious undertakers; 

Are fiery at firſt, 

But have ſoon done their worſt, 

Then they fhrink their heads in 

And care not a pin 
For the ſport, nor yet the ſportmakers: 


But give me "on he 
Thar is threeſcore and tbree 
And can neither beer, ſmell or ſee, 

He will ſerve well enough for a covrr; 
He will tack/e, andtouch, | 
Though his ſtrength be not much, 

 Hecan't do, but defire, 
And that kindles his fire, 


5- O, 


POEMS. 


5. 
O the tooth without peers! 
And the filver hairs ! 
And the gouts, & the coughs of old years ! 
I would have ſuch a one for the nones; 
I can Chronicles find, 
In his limbs, and his mind, 
While his face cells the ſtory 
Of memento mori 
With an Almanack in his bones, 


——__o_ 
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SONG. XXIL. 


A Dialogue, 


A mori. 
O For the balmy curral of a lip ! 
Where I with k;ſiag Chimiftry may ſip, 
Caſtalian quaſts of NeGar to delight me, 
And every kiſs may toa new invite me. 


Oenophil. 
Give me a bowl wherein Pi! tumble Bacchus, (us 
To bath our ſouls, we'l drink 'till fack doth crack 


; Mida. | 
But let my cheſts groan with the g:/ded oar, 
Where having much is pro/oguc unto more. 
Ocnoph1l. 
| Whodoatson beautie, fancies but a toy, 
| _ _Midg. 
Who IY;xe adores does overwhelme his joy. 
O<ac* 


C 
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=; Oenophil. 
And he that gapes for gaudy dirt or treaſure, 
Sill feels defires, bur no content nor pleaſure. 
h Chorus. ( gnide 
Then let's unite our defires, but let reaſon be our 
What in cachis not. found in all ſwels like a tide. 


.'2, 
| Amoret. | Th 
A beautious face can a young fancy raite, 
And mirtte glorifies, as well as Bayes. 
Eove,like the ſoul,informes the fleth that's ſtupid, 
Nor can Apo/lo more 1nfpire then Czpid. &; 
Oenophil. (flow,icM- 
Where fu!l-fraughr cups , with fprightly liquors 
Unwraps your brain,and ma .es each wight a Poet. 
2 0 Midas. 4 
Where boundleſs treaſure rajgns *twil raiſe the ſoul, 
And wit and love both conquer and conrroul. F 
| Amoret. | 
Crill give me love, give me my lovely lafſe. 
| Oenophil. | 
FI count no other miſtreſſe, but the glaſs. 
| Midas. 
But give me ch:zk,nor love, nor wit ſhall plague us. Þ 
For Poe and Hippocrene both vail to Tag. Fr 


| 7 Chorus. uk (guide 
Then let's unite our deſires, but let reaſoy be our ſj} 
That ur each is not found in all ſwels like a tide. [ 


Song 
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To bis iſtres affrighted in the wars, 


Ome ſigh no more, but kiſs again, 
Thele troubles ſhall never rrouble me ; 
Your ftghs are but wind, & your ſorrows vain; 
Tacy'l never the {ooner for us agree. 
Let Canons keep roaring 
And bullets ſtill flying ; 
While I am adoring 
; Thee, my deity. 
EE Hang this wealth |! let money flee, 
UE They cannot undo me, while ] have thee. 


2. 
I'll be thy Champiss to defend 
= Th y perſon from all theſe dangers and harms ; 
No Army's ſo ſure as a real friend, 
Nor Caſtle defends like a lovers arms. 
Burt ifI can't dauat *um, 
By valour and might 

Your face ſhajl enchant *um, 
© | For beauty can fighr. 
S There's no armour can men free 
From the naked pow'r of ſuch beauties as thee. 


le 


ir 


I Vears ſerve, a fig for Mars, 
Loves arrows may wound, bur never kill m2 ; 
ie thinks there's no pleaſure in bloody wars, 
But ] long to bs wounded and taken by thee 2 
* When 


Y 


When our bullets are kiſſes, 
And our held is a bed, 
And the top of our bliſs is 
A pure maidenhead, 
Both will ſtrive to loſe the day, 
And both ſhall be conquer'd & yet not run away, 


—  — w——_—— ew A 


ea 


Upon the Cavaleers departing out «fff 
London. 


'Ow fare thee well Loudon, 
Thou next muſt be undone, 
*Cauſe thou haſt undone us before; 
This cauſe and this tyrant, 
Had never plaid chis high rant 
Were't not for thy arge!t and Or, 


i; 
Now we muſt defert thee, 
With rhe lines that begirt thee, 
And the red- coated Saints domineer, 
Who with liberty fool thee, 
While a Monſter doth rule thee, 
And thou feelſt what before thou didft fear, 


Now jn/tice and freedom 
Wich the/aws that did bree VPum, 


| Areſcnt to Famaca for gold, | 
And thoſe that upheld *um, | 
Have power but ſeldont, w 


For juſtice is barcer'd and fold, 
4. Nov 
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'ow the Chriſtian Religion 

uſt ſeek a new Regton, 

And the old Sainrs give way to the new ; 
\nd we that are loyal 

ail to thoſe char deſtroy all, 
| VVhen the Chriſtian givesplace to the Jew. 


| 8 
Wut this 1s our glory 
n this wretched ſtory, 
| Calamiries fall on the beſt ; 
\nd choſe that deſtroy us 
0 better employ us, 
| To ſing till they are ſappreſt, 


J 


On the fall of the prices of wine. 


I, 

\ TOw our thanks toour powers above us, 

And tohim that above them doth fir , 

ho to ſhew how intirely they tove us, 
Havefound our the way | + 
To repair the deca] 

Of the famiſhed and foundered Wir, 

And new drench the Poetical Tir. 


| Chorus. 
[c|come defired Aug? to us 

Thou Contfort and delight do'ſt give us, 
was November did undo us, 

But "tis 4gufdoes relieve us. 


OW 


2,Give's 
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Give'sa rowſing bear olaſs of Canary, 
The half pint and thimblc's our foe 3 
VVewill be no more tributary 
To the Spaniards pride, 
Nor maxe Vintners ride, 
When we are not able to'go, 
Or dare not our faces to {how. 


chorſk, &'c. 


Ze 
VVe dehe now the Malter and Hopper, 
Whoſe Pride would have made us ( urmiſc, 
Our Helicon lay in his Copper; h 
And He ſell wit and art, 
At three half pence a quart; 
And with that he would make us ſo wiſe, 
To be able to cheat the exciſe, 


Chorus, &c. 


Let us venture-to take the Canaries, 
And then wee'll make ſack of our own; 
For he that thoſe I{lands carries, 
VVinsthe Judges to boor, 
And all Spain added ro't; 
The Turk and the Pope wee'l not own, 
But rule the whole VVorld alone, 


Choruss @*c. 


Ti 


PTis the means and the end of our ftudy, 


POE MS, 


It does make our invention oreflow 
VVhile the channel of ale makes it nuddy. 
A Mayor or a Knight 

By bunches may write, 


BIG his theame be the gr ape, and-by it 
yBe elteem'd a Divine and a wit. 


Chorus, &*c. 


The Old Mans delight. 
By R. B. 


IE boy, hay boy, 


:ome come away boy, 

/-ndbring me my longing deſire, 
ff Laſs that isneat and can well dothe feat, 
[VVhen luſty, young, blood, is one fre. 
ILet her body be tall, 
And her waft be ſmall, 

And her age nor above eighreen , 
hecher care for no bed, but here ler her ſpread 


wer mantle upon the green. 


[Let her face be fare , 


nd her breſts be bare. 
And a voice let her have tf, at can warble, 


Let her belly be ſoft, but co mount me aloft, 


Let her bounding butocks be marble, 


The 
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The Addition by A,B, 


Let her have a cherry lip 
Where 1 Near may 1p; 
Let her eyes be as black as a floe; 
Dangling locks I do love,ſo thatchoſe hang above | 
Are the ſame wich what growes below. : 


x kk _ ns m3 


Oh ſuch a bonny laſs 4 
May bring wonders to paſs, (4 
And make me grow younger and younger; L 
And when ere we do part,ſhe*l be mad at the heart F 
Fhat 7 am able to tarry no longer, 17 2 


- — 


LEGES CONVIVALES. 


Onod felix fauſtumque convivis 
in Apolline ft. 


N Emo aſymbolus,aifi umbra huc venito, 
Idiota,inſulſus, triſtis,turpis abeſto. 


Eruditi Urbani, Hilares, modefti "ROW 
Nec leGe femine repudiantor. 
In apparatu, quod convivys corruget mares nil eflo, WC 
Epule deleGu poting, quam ſumptu parantor 3 Nc 
Obſonator, & coquus convivarum gule periti ſunto; Pt 
De di ſcubitu 104 contenditor 
Miniftri a dapibus oculatz, & mutt, 
A pocalis auriti, & celerecs ſunto. 
Vina puris fontibus miniftrantor,aut vapulet hoſpes, 
Moderatis poculis provocare ſodales fas eifo, 
At fabul;s magis quam vino velitatio flat, 
Convive wec multi,nec logquaces ſunto, 


De 


POE M S, 
Deſeriis, aut ſacris, pot, &{Saturi ne diſerunts 3 
Fidicen nift accerſitus non venito. 
Admiſſo riſu, tripudis, chorea, cantuſaltbus, 
| Omni gratiarum feftivitate ſacra celebrantor ; 
Foci fine felle ſunto, 
Inſ:pida poemata nulla recitantors; 
| Verſus ſcribere nullus cogitor, = 
| Argurrentationis totins ſtrepitus abefto; 
| Awatorizs querelis, ac ſuſpiriis liber angulus eſto. 
Lafitharum more, Scyphis pugnare, vitrea collidere, 
[Feno(fras excutereſupelleGilem dilacerare ne fas eſta 
Bu foras dicja vel fafia climinet,eliminator, 
|  Nemiinem reum pocula faciunto. 


: 
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BEN. JOHNSONS 
Sociable rules for the Apollo. 


Et none but Guefs or Clibbers hither come, 
Ler Dunces, Fools, fad, fordid men keep homie, 
tt learned,civi},merry men Þ'invited, 
nd modeft too 3 Nor the choiſe Ladies ſlighted. 
et nothing in the rreate offend the Gueſts, 
ore for delight then coſt prepare the feaſts, 
be Cook and Purvey's mutt our pallats know, 
nd none contend who ſhall fic high or low. 
ur waiters muſt quick-{12ghred be and dumb, 
d let the drawers hear and come. 
not our wine be mixtr,but brisk and neat, 


elſe the drinkers may the Vintners beat. 


De And 
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| 


+ Each other with a moderate chirping cup, 


EM 8. 
And let our only emulation be, 
Not drinking much, but ra/k;ng wittily. 
Ler it be voted lawful ro ftir up 


Let not our Company be, or talk roo much, 
On ſerious things or ſacred let's not touch 
With (ated heads'and bellies.Neither may 
Fidlers unask d obtrude themſelves to play. 
With laughing, leaping, dancing,jeſts and ſongs ſþ 
And what ere elſe to gratful mirth belongs, 

Ler's celebrare our feajts; And let us ſee 

That all our jeſts without refle&ion be. 

Inhpid Poems let no man rehearſe 

Nor any be compell'd ro write a verſe. | 
All noiſe of vain diſputes mutt be ;forborne, | 
And let no lover ina corzer mourne, 

To fight and brawl ( like Hefors let none darzſff 
Glafles or windowes break, or hangings tare. 

Who. ere ſhall publiſh what's here done or ſaid, 
From our Society muſt be baniſhed, 

Let none by drinking do or (utfer harme, C 
And while we ſtay, let us be alwayes warm. 
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SON G. XXIIL 
Courtſhip. 


| . 
5" A EY Lesbza, let us live and love, 
Mr: crabbed Age ralk what it will, 
The $ua though down returns above, 
But we, once dead, mult be fo itill. 


| $. 
Kiſs mie a thouſand times, and then ” 
Give me a hundred kyſſes more, CE. 
'F Now kiſs a rhouſand times agen, 
Then tother hundred as before. 


Z. | 
Come a third thouſand, and to thoſe 
Another hundred ifs fix ; 
That done,to make the (weeter cloſe, 
Wee'l millions of kiſſes mix. 


4.» 
And huddle them together ſo," 
That we our ſelvesſhan't know how many, 
And others can't their number know, 
If we ſhould envy'd be by any. 


\nd then,when we have done all this, 
That our pleaſures may remain, 
Vel continue on our bliſs, 
By unkiſſing all again, 
D 


- 
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Ge 

Thus we'l love and thus we'l hve, 
While our poſting minutes fly, 

We'l have no time to vex Or grieve, 


But kiſs and ynkiſs till we die. 


Ot ——_—_— — _—— _— —JJws_ ed Lg 4 . 
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The 4 trempr. 


Hy ſhould I blath or be 4:ſmai'd, 
| Totell youT adore you? 
| Since Love's a pow'r, that can't be ſtaid, 
| But muſt by all be once obey'd, 

| And you as well as thoſe before you. 
| Your beauty hath enchain'd my mind, 


O let me not then cruel] find. C kind. 
You which are fair,and therefore ſhould be 


| 2 
Fair as the light, pure as the Ray, 
That in the gray-ey d morning 
Leaps forth, and prop agates a day, 
Thofe glories whick in others ſtray 
Meer all in you for your adorning, 
SINCE #ature built that goodly frame, ] 
| AndV3rtue has inſpir'd the ſame, 
Let /vve draw yours to meet my raging flame. 


Ze Joy 
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2 : 
Foyof my ſoul, the only thing, 
That's my delight and glory, 
From you alone my love does ſpring, 
If one love may another bring, 
*T will crows our happy ſtory. 
Thoſe fires I burne withall are pure 
And Noble, yet too ſtrong t'endure; 
Twas you did pound,*twas you that ought to cure. 


Dn. be Do LY , ——— 
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SONG XXYV., 


Toa Lady that turned her 
Cheek. 


| A Nd why this coyneſs,Lady mine ? 
What needs all this ado ? 
| Tis but a ſpap,my lips for thine, 
| A gentle touch and goe. 
| Nay lec ſuch kjiffes ſtill be kept, 
{ Lethimtharis deny'd 
Your /jp, and will your cheek, accept, 
| Lye only by your ſide, 


% 
| hate to kiſs your druggs and fozles, 
| *Tis fleſhthar I atte&, F— 
And you whoſe art your nature ſpoils, * 
[| ike not, but ſuſpeR. 
'D 2 Pray 
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Pray why's your mouth more ſhy then mine ? 
AmtlI as ſound as you're ? 

My lips ler in as much good wine, 
And ſend out words as pure. 


Expect no courtſhip more fron me, 2 
Nor words, that you, and I ; 

May in our judgments plainly ſee, - F 
Make but a ranting lie : / ; 

Leave theſe coy humours and be plain : 

Deny, orelfe be free, 

. Louk not for ove, w'thout love again, 


Fle kzſs, if you'l kiſs me. 


| hl oma. ama Ay —— CCC u_ww__—_—____Y rr ——— ow þ 
SONG, XXVI. BH 
; = PraGick Love. ZE 
rithee Celia tell me, why - 

Thou foo# away thy precious howers, 
Beauty fades, and youth doth fly, Bp 


There's no truſt to futurity. 
Time preſent's only in our powers, 
She thar her preſent joys doth defer, 
| Wonld love at the lait, when none will love her, 
And fo proves her own 49/ater. 


rag! 
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Either /ove or ſay you will not, 

For love or ſcorn's all one to me, 
Divertion's pleaſant,thongh it fill not; 
Denialis vex us, but they kill not, 

We're murder 4 by credulity, 
O *t1s a Tyranny fill to invite, 
The mind, and inrage it with faigned delight, 
To raiſe and then baffle the appetite. 


If you'ld let me be but quier, 

Not fee your face, nor hear your zame? 
Though 1 can't conquer love, Fld fly it, 
For atſcence, buſine(ſe, friends or dyet 

Would quench or eife divert my flame, 
But you're ſo iwperious grown,and ſocruel, 
"Cauſe y ou ſee that my heart is cymbui7;b/e you will 
Not put out the fire, but ſtill pur in fuel. 


'F was not your face, nor yet my eye, 

| Thatthis devouring flame begor, 

If either did alone, pray why 

| Did you not kill, and I not dic 

| Then when we knew each other not? 

| 'Twas their conFellation was my undoing, 

| You by being beautious, and [ by viewing 
Paid incontribution to my oivn rnne.! 


D 3 5. Come 


Your coyneſſe, Cloris, pray give Ore, 


| 5. 
Come then let's love now while we may, 
And let me know what I may truſt too, 


Deſires are murdred by delay, 


{ Our youth and marrow will decay, , 


And Love,for want of uſe, will ruſt too. 
This k;ſing and conrting not any thing ſpels, 
In ſpite of the ſtorie the P/atoxift rells, 

If it were nor in order to ſomething elſe. 
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S ON G. XXVI.L 
Tranſlated out of F rensh. 


Ow I'm reſo/v'4 to love no more, 
But ſteep by Night, and drizk by day : 


And curn your temptirg eyes away, 
From Ladies I'le withdraw my heart 
And fix it only on the Quart. 


2. ©; 

I'il place no happxeſs of mine : ( 

A puling beauty ill ro court Ss 
And lay [he's glorious and divine. 

The V7zrzer makes the better ſport. oy 


And when I ſay my Dear, my Feart. 
l only mean it to the Prart, 


Love has no more prerogative, 
To make me deſperate courſes take, 

Nor me t'an Hermitage ſhall drive, 
le all my vowe to th” gobblet make 
AndiflI wear a Capnchoone 

Itſhall a Tanhard be or none, 


Added. 4. 
'Tis I/:ine alone that c| he foul 
is ]/7znealone that cheers the foul, 
But /ove and Ladies make us ſad; 
I'm merry when I court the bow], 
While he that courts the Madam's mad, 
Then Ladies wonder not at me, 
For you are coy, but wine is free. 


SONS XXYVIIL 


Tranſlated out of French, 


| COLymena fill complains of me 
: And I of her complain to 3 
| Buc would you know the cauſe, why we 
| This quarrel did atrain to. 
Tis *caute I am not true ſaies ſhe, 
Andl ſay that again to. 


D 4 
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2. 
I cannot chooſe but wonder why 
This lovely toy doth blame me, 
If my heart wears inconſtancy ; 
It is but what became me. 
Since ſhe was fickle why not l * «+ 
I'm but as ſhe did frame me. 


+ 
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Time was I thought Lt flames of love, 
| Would burn for ever brighter ; 

; Bur when ſhe did ſo faithleſs prove, 

fi I vow'd I would requite her, 


- — - _ a9 
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k I quickly did my flames remove, I 
| And now for ever {light her. 8 
i SENSE EFARENA 
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k SON 6G. XXIX, A 
; To a painted Lady, 

"_. 

þ | Eave theſe deluding tricks and ſhowes, 

[i Ee honeſt and down-right ; 

4 VVhat Nature did to view expoſe, | 

[1 Don't you keep out of fight. [ 

7 The novice youth may chance admire, | 

p' Your dretlings, paints and ſpells : T 

'/ Dur we chat are expert detire \i 


Your fex for ſomewhat elſe, 


tu 
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a your adored face and hair, 
\What vertue could you find, 

If i//omen were, like Angels fair 
And every manwere blind. 


| You need no time or pains to wa?” 


To ſet your beauties forth, 


| With oz/es, andpaint and druggs, that coſt 


More then che faces worth. 


ea 


[- 2. 
| Nature her (elf, her own work does 


And bates all needleſs arts, 


| And all your artificial ſhowes 


Diſgrace your Nar'ral parts. 


| You're fleſh and blood and fo are we, 


Let fleth and blood alone, 


ToLove all componnds hateful-be, 


Give me rhe pure or none, 


SONG. XXX. 


Toa coy Lad). 


Prithee Jeave this peeviſh fafhion, 
Dow't delire to be high-priz'd, 
Love's a Prizcely noble pallion, 

And doth ſcorne to be deſpis'd. 
Though we ſay you're fair, you know, 
\We your 5eauty do beſtow, 

For our fancy makes you lo. 


2, Doe 
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_ And make me think thou art d:vine. 


42 POEMS, 
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Don't be proud 'cauſe we adore yon, 
We do't only for our pleaſure, 

And thoſe parts in which you glory, 
We by fancy weigh and meaſure. 

When for Deities you go, 

For Angels, or for Qyeens, pray know, 

*Tis our faxcy makes you ſo. 


-N 

Domt ſappoſe your Majelty. 

By Tyrannie's beſt ignihed, 
And your Agellick natures be 

Diſtinguiſh'd only by your pride, 
Tyrants make Subjects rebells grow; 
And pride makes Angels Dev*ls below, 
And your pride may make you ſo. 
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SONG. XXXI, 
The Recowery. 


Ow znconcerned | can now 
| Behold that face of thine ! 
The Graces and the dreſſes to 
Which both conſpire to make thee ſhine, 


POEM S. 


N 
< 0 


And yet me thinks thowre wondrous fair, 
But I have no 4 eſires, 

[hole Glorzes 1n thy face that are, 

indled not jn my heart thoſe fires, 

For that remains, chough this expires. 


% 


| $ | 
Nor was't my eyes that had ſuch pow'r 
| To burn my ſelf and you, \ 
For then they [d every thing devour on 

ut I do feveral others view, 

Piling 74, and fo don't think i it true, 


&. 
| Nay both together could not do't, 
| Elſe we had dy de're this, 
Vhithout ſome higher po'wr to boot, 
Vhich muſt rule both, if either miſs, 
\!] Cother ro no purpole 15. 


It puzles my Phyloſophy, 
| To tind wherein confliits 

| I his pow” r of 19ve, and tyranny, 
Ir in a Lovers eye, or brett 

ec where it will, there lct it reſt, 


POEMS, 
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'SONG XXXI. 
Adwice to Cxlia, 


Y lovely Celia, while thou dof en'oy. 
Beauty and youth, be ſure to uſe *um, 

And be not fickle, be not coy, 

Thy ſelf or Lovers co deſtroy. I 
Since all thoſe Li/l;es and rhoſe Roſes, | 
Which Lovers find, or /ave ſuppoſes, | 

To flouriſh in thy face, » | 
Will tarry bur a little ſpace. 

And yeuthand beauty are but only lent 

To youby zatare, with this good intent 

You ſhould enjoy, but nor abuſe *um, | 

” And when exjoyments may be had,not fondly tor 

ih (fuſe 'u 

[ 2, 

Let lovers flatt*ry ne*re prevail with thee 
Nor their old complemeuts deceive thee; 

Their vows and proteſtations be 

Too often meer Hypscriſie, 

And thoſe high praiſes of the witty 
May all be coſtly, butnot fit ye, 
Or if it true ſhould be 
Now what thy /overs jfay of thee, 
Sicknefſle or age will quickly ftrip away 
Thoſe fading glories of thy yourtiful May. 
And of thy graces all bereave thee, 
Then thoſe thar thee ador'd before will {light thi 
( and ſo leave thi þ 
._ 2.108; 
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hen while thou'rt fair % young,be kind but wile, 
Doat nor, nor proudly uſe denying ;. 
hat tempting toy thy beauty lies 
'ot in thy face, bur lovers eyes. 
| And he that doats on thee may (mother 
# His love, *ith beautie of another, 
Or flying at all game 
May quench, or elſe divert his flame, 
Iis reaſo2 too niay chance to interpoſe, 
nd love declines as faſt as reaſon grows. 
| There 1s a knack to find loves treaſures 
00 young, too old, foo nice, roo free, too {Jow, 
: ('deſtroys your pleaſures. 
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SONG. 1 


The Royaliſt. 


Written itn 1945, 
Ome, paſs about the bow! to me, 

A health co our diſtreſſed King ; 
hongh we're in hold, let cups go free, 
rds 11 4 Cage may freely ſing. 
hfb* ground does tipple healchs apace, 
th When /tor-es do fall, and ſhall not we, 
F {orrow dares not ſhew irs face, 

When we are //:zps and ſack's rhe ſee. 
2, Pox 


46 POEMS, 


2. 
Pox on this grief, hang wealth, let's ſing, 
i Shall's kill our ſelves for fear of death 2 
| We'l live by th* aire which ſongs do bring, 
| - Qur fighing does but waſt our breath. 
Then Jetus nat be diſcontent, 

Nor drink a glaſs the lefle of 1/;ze ; 
In vain they*l think their plagues are ſpent, 
When once they fee we don't repne. 


ny 


3 
We donot ſuffer here alone, 
Though we are beggar'd, 'fo's the Xing, 
*Tis fin t* have wealth, when he has none. 

Tuſh ! poverty's a Royal thing ! 

|. Whenweare /arded well with drink, 
of Our heads ſhall turn as round as theirs, 
Our feet ſhall riſe, Sur bodies fink 
Clean down the wind,like Caveliers. 
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[Ml Fill this unnatural qyart with ſack , 
Nature all vacuums doth decline, 
Our ſelves will be a Zodiack, 
And cvery mouth ſhall be a fign. 
Me thinks the Travels cf the glaile, 
Are circl ar like Plato's year; 
Where every thing is as it was, 
Ler s tipple round; and ſo tis here. 
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SONG. Il 


The Commoners. 
| Written an 1645, 
E Ome your wayes 
: Bonny Boyes, 
; Of the Toyn, 
\ For now 1s your time Or uever, 
Shall your fears 
Or your cares 
Caft you down ? 
Hang your wealth 
And' your health : 
Get renown, 
We all are undone for ever. | 
Now the X7z2 and the crown | 
Are tumbling down, 
__ Andtherealn doth groan with diſaſters, 
And the ſcum of the land, 
Arethe men that command, 


"or obo, A. or dns herd 2 4 \ 
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þ Andour ſlaves are become our maers, 

; 2. 

|: Now our lives 

Children, wives | 
And Eſtate, 


Area prey to the luft and plunder, 
io the rage 
Of our age. 
And the fate 
Of cur lan 
Is at hard, 
ts too late 
Totread theſe Ujurpers uniler. 


v0 


F ixit 


45 POE MS, 


Firſt down goes the crown, 
Then follows the gown 
| Thus levellV'd are we by the Ronndbead, 
While Church and State muſt 
Feed their pride and their /uF, 
And the Kingdom and King confounded, 


2. | 
. Shall weil | 
Suffer 111 
And be dumb ? | 
And let every Yarlet undo us ? | 
Shall we doubt | b 
Of each Lowt, 
Thar doth come, 
With a voice 
Like the noiſe 
Ofa Drum, 
And a ſword or a Buffe-coate to us? 
Shall we loſe our eſtates 
By plunder and rates 
Tobedeck thoſe proud upſtarts that ſwagger 
Rather fight for your meat, 
Which theſe Locryfis do eat, 
Now every man's a beggar. 


POEM S, 


; 


a, SONG, 10l. 


, The Paſ$torall. 
| On the Kingsdearh, Written in 1648, 


Here England's Damn us'd to keep, 
In peace and awe, his flocks 
Who fed, not fed upon, his ſheep, 
[There Wolves and Tygres now do prey, 
There Sheep are flain, and Goats do ſway, 
There raigns the ſubtle pox 
While the poor Lamkzys weep. 
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he LaurelF'd gar{and which before 
Circled his brows about, 
he ſpotleſſe coat which once he wore, 
he ſheep-hvok which he us'd to ſway, 
And pipe whereon he lov'd toplay, 

Are ſcized on by the roar, 
And muſt be us'd 10 more. 


oor Swain how thou lamenr'ſt to ſee 
Thy flocks o're-rul'd by thoſe 

hat ſerve thy Cattle all like thee, 
on here hate tull vice uſurps che Crown, 

\nd Loyalry 1s trodden down ; 

Down skrip and theephook goes, 
When Foxes Shepheards be. 
E Song 


POEMS, 


SONG IV. 
A Mock-ſong. 
FH \ng up Mars 
\nd his wars 


Give us drink, 

We'l ciple my Lads together, 
Thoſe are {laves, 

Fools and knaves, 
Thar have chink,, 
And muſt pay, 
For what they lay, 
Do, or think, 

Good fellows accompr for neither, 
Be we rourd, be we ſquare, 
We are happier then they re 

| Whoſe 4ignity works their ruine, 

R | | He that well the bow! rears, 

Can bafRe his cares, 

Anda hg for death, or undoing. 


— — 
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SONG. V. 


The Trouper. 


Ome, come, let us drink, 
*T1sin vain to think, 
Like fools on griefor ſadneſs; 
Ler our money fly 
And our ſorrows die, 
All warldl) care is madneſs ; 
Rur ſack and good cheer 
Will in ſpite of our fear, 
Inſpire our ſouls with gladnefſs. 


POEMS, 


2, 

Let the greedy clowns 

That do live, like hounds, 

That know neither bound nor meaſure 
| Lament each loſs, 
| For their wealth is their croſs, 

Whoſe delight is in theic treaſure, 

{ But we that have none, 
Will ufe theirs as our own, 

And ſpend ic ar our pleaſure. 


Troal about the ho ; 
The delight of my ſoul, 
{ _ And to my hand comment ic. 
| Ahg for chink 
'F'was made to buy drink, 
Before that we go we*l end ir, 
| When we've ſpent our ſtore, 
The land will yield ns more, 
And jovially we will ſpend it. 


A ——————_— « 
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SON G. VI. 


The Good-fellow. 


Stay, ſtay, ſhut the gates, . 
T'other quart, faith, it is not {if late, 
As you're thinking, 
Thoſe Stars which you ſee, 
In this hemiſphere be | 
But the /{udsin your cheeks by your —_ 
Ta. he 


- 


x5© POEM S, 
The ſun is gone to tipple all night in the ſea boyes, 
Tomorrow he'l biuth thac he's paler rhen we boyes, 
Drink wize give him water, 'tis ſack makes us the 

( boyes, 


2 
. Fill, fill up theglaſs 
To the next merry Lad let it paſſe. 
Cone away wit; 
Come ler foot to foot, 
And but give your mindes to't, 
"Tis ber«tica/ ſix, that doth flay wit. 
No h-/icon like to the Juce of the Vine 1s, 
For Phebus had never had wit, or divinels, 
Had his face not bin bow- dy'd as thine, his,8&mine 1s, 


Dink, drink off yonr bowls, 
We'l enrich both our heads and our ſoules 
With Canary, | 
A cartuncled face 
Save< a tedious race, 
For the T:dias about us we carry. 
Then hang up gocd faces, we'l drink till our aoſes, 
Give freedom to (peak what our fancy diſpoles; 
Beneath whoſe proteRion is under the Roſes. 


This, this mniſt go round, ' 
Off pour hets, tilt that the pavement be 
With yoor beavers (crown'd, 
A red-coarted face : 

Fiights a Sergeant at mace, 
And the Conſtable rrembles to ſhivers. 
In ftate m1 ch our face: like chofe of the IF ornm, 
When the werches fall down &% the v1lcar adore 1M 
And ous noſes, like ] inkboze.,umn fprning before ut 
SONS 


POEMS, 
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SON G. VIE. 
The Mock Song byT ]. 
Old, hold, quaFe no more, 
| Eut rettore 
If zo can,what youve /o/f by your drinking, 
: Three Kingdoms and Crownes, 
Wick their Carries and Townes, 
While the King and his progemies {inking. 
The ſtuds 1n your cheets have obſcur'd his tar boyes 
+; | Your drinking miſcarriages in the late war boyes, 
Have brought his prerogative now to the bar 
(boyes. 
2 
5 Throw, throw down the glafſe, 
Hes an Alle 
T hat extras all his worth from Canary, 
Thac vajour will thrink 
Tiars oily good in drink 
be Twas the cxp made the caivp co miſcarry. 
dl. | ( rame ye 
You thought in the world,there's no power coull 
Tou t:ppled and whor'd cill che foe overcame ye, 
« [Svds nigs and nc*reitic, Ser, bas vanquih'{ God 
. ( damm my, 
1m 
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Fly, fly from the Coaſt, 
Or you're Joſt, ( went, 
And the water will rux where the drizk 
From hence you mult ſlink 
If you have no chink 
*Tis the courſe of the royal delinquent. 
You love GG ſee beerbowls turn'd over the thumb well 
| well 
You like three fair Gamfſters four Dice and a > rum 
Bur you'd as liefe ſce the devil as Fair ſax or Crom- 
(wel. 


Drink, drink not the round 
You'l be drownd | 
In the ſource of your ſack and your ſonnet:, 
Try once more your fate 
For the King acainſt the State, 
And go barter your beavers tor bonnets. } 
| ( chamters, 
You ſee how they're charm'd by the Kingdoms in- 
And therefore pack nence ro V zrgini for planters, 
For an a& & two Redcoats will rout all the raxters. 
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SONG Vil 


The Aaſwer. 


Dray,ay, prate no more, 
Leait thy brain,like thy p«r(- run 'th ſcore 
Though thou ſtrain't it, 
Thoſe are Traytors in grain 
Thar of ſack do complain, 
And raii by*s own power againſt it, 
Thoſe Kingdoms &Crowas which your poetry pitiee, 
Are faln by the pride and hypocriſy of Cites, 
And not by thoſe brainsthat love ſuck& good 4itzes, 
The K and his progeny had kept um from fikz +, , 
Had chey had no worſe foes, then the Lads thac 
(love drinking, 
We that tipple ha'no leiſure for plotting or thinking. 
*: 
He, heis an \ſſe 
That doth throw down himſelf with a glaſs 
Of Canary : 
He that's quiec will think 
Much the better of drink, 
"Cauſe che cyps made che camp to miſcarry 
| ( you lie, 
You whore though we tipple,and there my fri-ad 
Your ſports did determine 1n the month betore Fly, 
( my irily, 
There? lef< fraud in plat: dam me,then your fly by 
Ti: ſack mares our b/oo4s both the purer warm: r 
We need not your practi or the fe win: charm r, 
Foz a bowl of Canary's a wiiole ſuite of armiir, 
& 4 3. Hold 


POEMS, 


3. 
Hold. hold, not fo faſt, 
Tipple on, for there is no ſuch haſt 
Tobe going 
We drowning May fear, 
But your end will be rhere ( ing? 
Where there is neither ſwiming nor row- 
down boyes, 
We were Gamfſters alike, and our ſtakes were b oth 
Burt Fortune did favour you being her own boyes, 
And who would not vencure a caſt for a crown boye: 
| foes 15, 
Since we wear the right colours he the worſt of our 
Thar goes to craduce us and fondly kuppoſes 
That Cromwel is an enemy to ſack and red noſes 


Then, th quaff it round, 
No deceit in a brimmer is found, 
Here's no ſwearing, 
Beer and Ale makes you prate 
Of che Kirk and the State - (ing 
Wanting other diſcourſe worth the hear- 
This frumpers your Muſes, to ballad or flatter 
Or ra.le, and your betters with froth to beſpatter, I 
( matter: p 
And your talk's all diyraals and Gunpowder 
But we while old ſack does divinely inſpire us 
Are a&ive todo what our Rylers acquire ys, 
And attempt ſuch exploits as the world ſhall ad 
| C mire us 


Son! 


POEM Ss. 


SONG. IX. 


The Lewvellers rant. 


s Witten in 1648. 
* O the Hall, to the hall, 
th For juſtice we call, 
| Onthe Kzzg and his pow rful adherents & friends, 
_ ( ends. 
s Who ſtill have endeavoured,bur we work their 
ul Tis we will pull /oapy what ere is above us, 
And make them to fear us, that never did love us, 

| We'l level the proud and make every degree, 

To our Royalty bow the knee, 

"Tis no lefle then treaſon, 
*Gainſt freedom and Reafon 
For our brethren co be higher then we. 
2 

_ Firſt the thing, call'da King, 
h. To judgment we bring, ( then he, 

And tue ſpawy of the conrt, that were prouder 
© And next the two Houſes united ſhall be, 
2 It does ro the Row7ſh religion enveagle, 
© For the Srate to be twoneaded like the ſpread- eagle 
| We'l purge the fupertluous members away, |, 

They are coo many Kings to ſway, | 
ul And as we all reach, 
Bi I is our Liberties breach, 


For the Freeborn Szints co obey. 
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A mournival of healths co our new-crown'd King 


POEMS 
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Not a Claw, in the Law, 
Shall keep us in aw; 
We'l have no cuſhox-crffers to tell us of hell, 
For we are all gifted to doit as well, 
*Tis freedom chat we dohold forth to the Nations 
To enjoy our fellow: creatures a> a: the creation 
The Carnal men> wives are for men of the ſpirit 
Their wealth is v1 own by merit, | 
For we chat bave right, 
By the Law called M:ght 
Are the Sai#ts that mult judge and 7uberit . 


'46 


SONG. X. 


The New-Courtier, 
Written in 1948. 
| on it mult be ſo, 
\.J [hen(olet 1c go, 
Lec che GidAy-braix'd times rurn round, 
Since we have no King ler rhe goblet be crown'd, 
Our Monarchy thus we 'l recover iouls 
While the porites are weepitig, we'l'drench our ſad 
In big- be//yzed bowles, 
Our ſorrows 1n lack (hall ly iteeping, 
And we'l drink cill our eyes do run over. 
And prove 1: by reaſon 
Thar it can be no Treaſox 
To drink and to img 


2. Lc 


Po. 


POEM 5S, 


2, 
Let us all ſtand bare, : 
In the preſexce we are, 
Let our #oſes like boxfires ſhine, 
Inſtead of the Conduits,let the pottles run wine, 
$ To perfe& this new Coronation, 
And we that are loyal, 
t | In drink, ſhall be peers. 
While that face, that wears 
Pure Claret, lookes like the blood-royal 
And out-ſtares the Bores of the Nation, 
In ſign of obedience, | 
Our oathes of allegiance 
Beer- £iailes thall be, 
Andhe that tipples tex's of the Nobility, 


But if in this raign, 
The Haiberted train 
Or the ConFable thould rebel, 
And ſhould make cheir twybilld 91i1;tia to ſwell, 
And againſt the Kings party raiſe armes., 
T henthe Drawers like Yeomes 
Of the Guard, with quart-pots, 
; Shall fuddie the ſors, 
a While we make*um both cukeo?ds and freemen, 
And on their wives beat up alarums. 
Fhus as cach health paſles, 
We cripple che glatles. 
And hold ir no fin, | 
Tobe loyal and drink in defence of our King. 


s 


Song 


SON ©. XL 


The Safety, 


Writiten in 1648. 
Ince it has been lately enafted high Treaſon, 
For a man to [peak truth of the heads of the jtate 
Let every wiſe man ma :e uſe of his reaſon 
See and hear what he can, but rake heed what 
For the proverbs do learn us, ( he prate. 
He that jtajes from ths battaul ſleeps in a whole hin, 
And our words are our own,if we can keep 'um in, 
What fools are we then, that to prattle begin 
Of things that do not coneern us ? 


2, 
Let the three kingdoms fall ro one of the prime ons 
My mind is a Kingdom and (hall be ro me, 
TI could make it appear,if1 had bur the tim? once, 
I'm as happy with one,as he can be with three, 
If I could but injoy It, 
He that's mounted on high,is a mark for the hate 
And the envy of every pragmatica/ pate, 
While he that creeps Jow, lives ſafe in is flare, 
And preatxefs do icorne to anoy it. 


I am never the better which Gde gets the battel, 
The 7u6s or the Croſſ-s what is ir ro me ? 
They'l never increaſe my goods or my cattle, 
But a beggor's a beggar and ſo he thall be, 
Unleſs he turn Tray tor, | 


Let 


Let. Miſers take cuurles to heap up their treaſure, 
Whoſe /u{t has no limits, whoſe mizd has no meaſure 
Let me be bur quiet and rake a little pleaſure, 

A little centents my nature, 


yy petition ſhall be that Canary be cheaper, 
\Wthout patent or cuſtom or curſed exciſe;(deeper 
Thar the Wits may have leave to drink deeper and 
And not be undone.,while their heads they baptiſe 
And in liquor do drench 'um, 
this were but granred,who would not deſire, 
To 4ub himſelf one of Appollo's own quire ? 
We'l ring out the beils, when our noſes are on fire 
And che quarts ſhall be the buckets to drench 
(um. 


[account him no wir,that is gifted at rayling, 
Anda flirting atthole thar above him do ſit, 
While they do out wit him, with whipping Sgoaling 
Then his purſe 8& his perſox both pay for his wir; 

"Tis better to be drinking, 
Ifack were reform'd into Twelvepence a quart, 
I'd ſtudy for money to merchandize for”, 
ud a friend.that is rrue,we together will ſport. 
Not a word,but we'l pay them with thinking, 


iy 
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SONG. XIL 
The C ompanion, 


Hart need we take care for Platonical rules 
Or the precepts of Ar:fotle ? ( fool 
They that think co find /earning in books are bit 
True Philofophy lies in the bottle. 
And a mind 
That's confind 
Tothe mode of the ſchooles. 
Nere arrives at the height of a pottle 
| Ler the ſages 
Of our ages 
Keepa talking 
Of our walking, 
Demurely, while we that are wiſer, 
Doe abhor all 1 
That's moral 
In Plato . 
And Cato 
And Seneca talks like a Sizer-. 


Chorus. 


Then let full bowles on bowles be hurl'd 
That our jo//ity may be completer, 

For Man though he be bur a very little world, 
Mult be drown'd, as well as the greater, 


2. We 


POE AMS, GI 


2. 
—j We'l drink til] our cheeks are as ſtarred as the 5þies 
Let the pale-coulour d #ydexts flowt us, 
And our noſes, ike Comets,ſer fire on our eyes, 
Till we bear the whole heavens about us. 
And if all | 
Make us fall, 
Thenour heels ſhall deviſe 
VV har the ftars are a doing without us. 


2) Ler Lilly 
ok Go tell you 
but Of thunders 


And wonders, 
Let Aſtrologers all divine, 
And let Booker 
Be a looker 
Of our natures 
In our features 
He'l find nothing bur Claret in mine, 


Chorus. 


Then let full bowles, &c. 


rarurrimmens hmmm 


SONG. NIL 
C opernicus, 


LY the bowl paſs free 
From him to thee 
As it firſt came to me, 
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Tis pity that we ſhould confine it, 
Having all either credit or coyn yet, 
Ter it ene take it courſe, 
There's no ſtopping its force 
He that ſhuffles miſt inter-line it, 


| | 2. | þ 
| Lay aſide your cares, 

Of Shops and Wares, 

And irrational fears, 
Let each breaſt be as thoughtlefs as hisn is, 
Thar from his bed newly rign is, 

We'l baniſh each ſoul, 

That comes here to condole, 
Or is troubled with /ove or byſineſſe. 


The King we'l not name, 
Nor a Lady t enflame, 
With delire to the game, 
And into a dumpiſhneſle drive all, 
Or make us run mad, and go wive all, 
We'l have this whole night 
Set a part for delight : 
And our mirth ſhall have no corrival, 


Then ſes that Fa Glaſs 
Through its circuit do paſs; 
Till it come where it was, 
And every noſe has been within it, 
Til! he end ir that firſt did begin it, : 
AS Copernicus found, Ti 
That the Earth did turn round, 
We will prove ſo does every thing in it. 


SON G., XIV. 


The Painters entertainment; 


JT is the time, and this is che day 
| Deftgn*d for mirth and ſporting) 
Wel turn.Ogober into May, 
And make St. Lykes feaſt 
As pleaianc and long-as the relt, 
We'l in our own faces our colours diſplay, 
And hallow our yearly reſorting, 
Then let the bowles turn round round, 
While in chem our co/ours we mingle 
To raiſe our dull ſouls from the ground, 
Our arts and our pains are thus cro wn'd, 
And happy are we 
| Thar in unity be 
Tis a hell upon earth to be tingfe. 
Chorus. : 
Twas {ove at firſt that brought us hither, 
And love ſhall keep us here together. 


2. 
Firſt to the Maſter of the feaſt, 
This health is conſecrated, 
Thence to each ſub/:mary guell, 
Whoſe ſou} doth detire, 
This Ne&ar to raiſe and inſpire, 
Til he with Ape/les himſelf doth contef, 
And his fancy is elevated, 
Then ler, &c. 


Js 


( 


Chorus R 
Twas love &c, E- 3. Lo 
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3. 
Lo how the azr the earth and rhe ſeas, 
Have all br ought im cheir creaſure, 
To feaſt each ſence with rarities, 
Pl::mp Bacchus brings wine, | 
And Ceres her daincies dorh joyne, 


The air with rare mui;ck doth eccho and theſe 


All club co create us picaſure, 


Then letthe bowles &c. 
Chorus 
Twas love, &c. 


4.» 
Now in our fancies we will ſuppoſe 
The worid m all ics glory 
Imagine all delight rhat growes, 
And pleatures char can 
Fill up the vaſt ſoul of a man, 
And glut the coy pallar the ey-s,ears &noſe, 
By cl.e taucy preſented before you. 


Then let the bowſks, &c 
Chorus , 
*T wa: love &c, 


We'l ufe no pencil now but the bow], 
Letevery artift know it 

In ſack we will pourcray cach ſou), 
Each bealch that is rook | 

Will give us the livelyer look, 


And wi:o's he that dares our fancy controle, 


When cacao Pazarer is turned a poet? 


Then ler the bowleg, &c. 
: CPr is, 
Twas love &c. 
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6. 
And though we cannot the day extend 
Beyond its proper meaſure 3 
The #jght and ir themſelves ſhall Zlend, 
We care not for : 1ght, 
When our hearts and our heads are all light, 
Nor the rime, nor the company ſhall have an end, 
Honeſt mirth of it (elf is a treaſure. 


Then, &c. Chorus, 
'Twas love &c. 


CO Om I rn mm SamnIo—g > 7 Tae ene EE o Peto net ne 


SONG Xv. 
The Cure of Care. 


VV? ſhould we not laugh and be jolly 2 
' Since now all the world is mad 2? 
AlllulFd in a dull welanchol/y ? 
He that wallows in ſtore, 
Is ftill gaping for more 
Andthat makes him as poor, 
As that wretch chat never any thing had. 
How mad is the dani'nd worey-monger, 
Thar co purchaſe to him and his heirs, 
Growes fhrovled with thirf and hunger? 
\While we that are bonny, 
Buy ſack for ready money, 
And ne're trouble Scrivincrs nor Lawyers, 


F 3 
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2. 
Thoſe G#!l!: that by ſcraping and toyling, 
Have fwell'd the Revenues fo vait, 
Get nothing by all cheir cturmoyling, 
Burt are warks for each tax, 
While they {oad cheir own backs, 
With the heavier packs, 
And lie down ge!l”d and weary at laſt, 
While we that do trafick in Tippte, 
Can baftie,cae gows and the ſword, 
Whoſe jawes are fo hungry and griptic, 


We ne retrouble our heads, 7 
With indeatures or deeds, 
But ous I/;/s are compris'd in a word. . 


Ot 


Our worxey ſhall never exdite us, 
Nor drag us to Goldſmiths-hall, 
Nor Py#ates nor ftorms can alfr ight ts, 
We that have no eſtaces, 
Pay no taxes Or rates, 
But can ſſcep with open gates, 
Fe that les ou the ground cannot fall, 
We laughat thofe fools whoſe ex deauours | 
Do but fit 'um for priſoxs or frnes, | 
While we that ſpend all are the ſavers, 
For if thieves do ſteal in, 
They go out empty agin, an 
Nay the Plunderers loſe their delignes. 


4. Then 


POEM Ss, 


4. 
Then let's not take care for to morrow, 
But tipp/e and /augh while we may, 
To wath from our hearts all ſorrow ; 
Thoſe Cormorants which 
Are troubled with an itch, 
To be mighty and rich 
Do but toy/e for the wealth which they borrow, 
The Mayer of the Town with his ryffon, 
What a pox is tie better then we ? 
He muſt vail to the men with the bf on 
He Cuſtard may eat, 
And ſuch luberly meat, 
But we 4rzak and are merrzer then he. 


Te Ce Ee ER 
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S ON G. XVI. 


Content. 
Our of Anacreay. 


F wealth could keep a man alive, 
I'1Id only {tudy how to thrive, 
That having got « mighty maſs, 
I might bribethe fates to let me paſſe, 
But {(11ice we can't prolong our Fears, 
Why ſpend we time in needlel(s fighs and rears. 
For fince Deſtiny 
Has decreed us todie, 
ind all muſt paſſe ore the old ferry 
Hang riches and cares, 
Since we ha'nt many years, 
nel havea ſhort life and a merry, | 
l F 3 2, Times 


POEMS, 


—_ 


And Fortune never docs beſtow, 
A look on what we do below : 
Bur men with equal ſwiftneſs run 
To prey on othere,or be prey'd upon, 
Since we can take no courſe, 
Tobe berter or worſe, 
Ler none be a melancholly thinker 5 
Ler the Times the round go, 
 Sothe cups do ſo too 
Ne're bluſh ar che name of a Drinker, 


3. 
Times keep their round, and deftiny, 
Obſerves not where we laugh or cry, 


SONG. XVIL 


Mzrth. 
Our of Azacreon. 
1 
Hen our brains well liquor'd are, 
Then we cliarm aſleep our care, Y 
Then we accompr Machjvil- a fool with his plots, 
And cry there's no derth,buc the bottom "och? pois, 
Then He&or compat*d with us will be 
But a coward, and Creſus beggarly. A 
Then with ſongs our voice we raiſe, 
And cucle Our Tempics with bayes, 
Then Honour we account bit a blaſt of Wind, A 
And trample all chings in our mind. 
The valiant at arms, vw 


That are led by fond Jjcharms 
Get their honour with harms 


V hile 


POE 


While he thar rakes up 
A plenlifu! cup, 
To no danger 1; brought 
Etc of pazing his groat. 
Then quickly come Lad and ft our Cups full, 
For iince down we mult all be laid, 
'Ti> held a govt ruie 
| In Barch''s free {(chole 


"Tis better lie drunk then dead, 


CURES oi apa ng. VOCITIREe=n—o—_ finer to eto IPO FIRE 


© ON G. XYIIL 
The Irdependants reſolve. 


Written in 1648, 
QAme drawer and £11 us abont ſome wine, 
Lec's merrily tipple the day's our own, 
We'l bave our deiights, ler the country go pine, 
Ler tre King and b13 Kingdom groan. 
The Crown ts 0:;3r own and (0 ſhall continue, 
Ve l Yonarchy baſtle quite, 
Wei drink off the Kingdomes revenue, 
And ſacrifice all to delight. 
”Tis power rhar brings 
U<« ail ro be Kings 
And we'l be ail crown'd by one might, 


2, | 
Afg for divinity leAures and law, 
And all that ro Louyalty do pretend, 
Wile we by the ſword keep the Kingdom 1n awe, 
Our power thall never have end, | 
FE 4 Te 
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The Church and the State we'l turn into liquor, 
And ſpend a whole Town ina day, 
We melt all their bodk;ns the quicker 
Into ſack, and drink them away. 
We'l keep the demeans 
And turn Biſhops and Deans, 
And over the Presbyter ſway. 


The nimble St. Patrick is ſunk 'n his boggs, - | 
Ani his Country men,ſadly cry O hone,O hone! 
St. Andrey and's Kirk-men are loſt in the foggs, 
Now we are the Saints alone. 
Thus on our Srperionrs and Equalls we trample, 
And Fork y our ftirrup ſhall hold, 
The Cittie's our Mnle for example, 


Thar we may in plenty be roul'd. I 
Each delicate diſh, | 
Shall but Eccho our wilh H, 


And our 4r;zk ſhall be cordial gold. 


WET ar PE —_—— NN 


_ 


S O-'N-G,  XIX.7 ( 
Wa 
On Canary. 
Falltherare juces, A 
That Bacchus or Ceres produces, 
There's none that I can, nor dare l T 
Compare with the princely Canary. BY 


For this 1s the thing 
T har a fancy infuſes, 

This tirtt !got a King, 
And next the nineM# ſes, 


Twa 
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Twas this made old Poets fo ſprightly to ling, 
And fill all the wor/4 with the glory & fame on'ts 
They Helicon call'd it and the Theſpian ſpring, 5} 
But this was the 4rizk, though. they knew not 
C the name on'r. 


2. 
Our $:der and Perry, 
May make a man mad but not merry 
It makes people windmill-pated, 
And with crackers ſophiſticated, 
And your hopps,yelt, and matt, 
When they're mingled together, 
Makes our fancies to halt, 
Or reel any whether. 
?y95 up our brains with froth &wich yef, 
Thar if one would write but a verſe for a Belmar 
fe muſt ſtudy till Chriſtmas for an eight ſhilling jeſt) 
Theſe liquors won't raiſe, but drown, and o're- 
| ( whelme man. 


Our drouſy Matheglin : 
Was only ordain'd to enveigle in, 
The Novice that knowes not to drink yet, 
But is fudled before he can think it ? 

And your Claret and White, 
Have a Guapowder fury, 

They're of the Freach ſpright, 

J Eur chey woxt long endure you. 
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And your holiday M«ſca4ie, Alegant and Tent, 
Have only this properry and vercue ihat's fit in't, 
They'l make A man fleep ell a preacans nc be tpent | 
Bart we neicher can warm our blood nor our wit 


( ut 


4. 
The Baprag and Rheviſ 


You muſt with zuoredients replenthh; 
"Tis a wine ro plcaie Ladz's and royes with; 
Buc nor for a nan (oO rejoyce w th, 
Bur *%t Tack makes th 
And who ga'n> buc tha ff. 
Though an A5beſſe he cours 
In his liigitsfhoes he'l have her \ 
*Tis chits that advances the drinker and drawer, 
( and /eather 
Though the father came to Town in his h9bwails 
He turns it co v-{yer,and brings up an Heir, 
Inthe Town in his chain,in the fie/4 with his feather 


——_ ——— a — - —_— — ——  —— — —— — H 
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SONG. XX. 


The Leveller. 
NZ prethee don't fly me, 


But fit thee down by me, 
I cannot endure 
A manrhar's demure | 
Go hang up your worſhrps and Sirs, 
Your congres and trips, 
With your legs, and your lips, 
Your Ma41ams and Lords, 
And ſuch finikin words, 


With 
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Wich the complements you bring 
Thar doſpel] NO-THING, 
You may keep for the chajus &the furs 
* Wor at the beginning was no Peaſant or Prince, 
Wand 'cwas policy made the diſtin&ion fince. 
Thoſe Titles of honours 
Do remain in the Dgx97rs. 
And not in that thing, 
To which they do cling. 
It hi foul be too narrow to wear *um, 
No deligche canl ſee 
In tizat word call'd degree, 
Honeit Dick iounds as well 


; As a name of an ell, 
Thar with titles doth {well 
And ſounds like a ſpell, 
F To affright mortal ears rhat hear *um. 


He tht wears a brave ſoul, and dares galluntly do, 
May be #15 own herald and Godfather tos, 


Why then fhould we doat on, 
One with a fools coat on 
Whole Cofferc are cranv'd, 
But yet he] be dam'd. 
Ere he'l doa good at ora wife one ? 
* What Reaſon has he 
Tobe rulerore me ? 
That's a Lord in his cheft, 
Bur in's head and his breag 
Is empry and bare, 
Or bur putPd up with air, 
And can neicher afit nor adviſe one, 


Honours 
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Hononr's but*azr,and proud fleſh but duff is, 
*Tis we Commons make Lords,and rhe Clerk niakes 
< the Fuſtice, 


4 


C9 
Bat ſince men mutt be 
Ofa ditferenrt degree, 
Becauſe moſt do aſpire, 
To be greater and higher, 
Then the reſt of their fellows & brothers, 
He that has ſuch a ſpirit, 
Let him gain it by's merit, 
Spend his braiz,wealth,or blood 
For his Countries good, 
And make hinifelf fit 
By his valour or wit» 
For thizgs *bove the reach of all ;others, 
For honour 's a prize,and who wins it may wear it, 
If not *cis a badge and a burthen to bear it. 


For my part let me 7 
Be but quiet and free, 
Ile drink {ack and obey, 
And let great ones ſway, 
And ſpend their whole time in thinking, 
Fle ne're buſy my pate 
With ſecrets of State, | 
The zews books I le burn all, 
And with the Diurnal 
Light Tobacco, and admit 
That they*re ſo far fit, 
As they ſerve go9d company &drinking 
All the zame l defireis an honeſt Gogd-fellow, 
And that man has no worth thatwont ſometimes be 
(mellow. 
Song 


SONG. 
The Royal if ts An( wer. 


Have reaſon tofly thee, 
J Andnort fic down by chee ; 
For | hate co behold, 
One ſo ſawcy and bold, 
Fo deride and conrenm his ſuperiors, 
Our Madams and Lords 
And ſuch mannerly words, 
With the gef7ures that be 
Fic for every degreee, 
Are things that we and you 
Both claim asour due 
From all choſe thar are our inferiours. 
ror from the beginning there were Princes we know, 
Fas you Lewvellers hate 'um *cauſe you can't be fo. 


XXl1. . 


2 
All citlesof honours 
Vere athrit inthe Jdonours; 
But being granted away 
With the grantees {tay 
"here he wear a (mall (oul or a bigger. 
There s a neceflicie 
That chere ſhould be degree, 
VVhere *cis due we'l afford 
A Sir foba, and my Lord, 
M Though Dick, Tom and Fach, 
VVill ſerve you and your pack, 
honeſt Dick's naine enough for a Digger. 
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He that has a ſtrong purſe can all things be or do, 
He 1s valiait and wiſe and religious too. 


We have cauſe to adore, 
T hat maa that has ſtore, 
Though a Bore or a ot, 
There's ſomerhing to be got ; 
Though he beneither hoxef nor witty; 
Make him high,letkimrule, 
He*l be playing the fool, 
And tranſgreſſe,then we*lſqueze 
Him for f:nes and for fees. 
And {owe ſhall gain, 
By the wants of his brain, 
Tis the foo/s-cap that maintains the Citty. i]. 
If honour be air, tis in common, and as fit, (vi 
For the foo! and the c/ownzas for the champioz: or ti 


Then why ms we be 
Of different degree 2? 
And each man aſpire 
To be greater and higher 
Then his wiſer or honefer brother, 
Since Fortuxe and Nature 
Their favours do ſcatter; 
Fhis hath valour, that wit, 
T*other wealth,nor i'ſ fit 
That one ſhould have all, 
For then what wonld befall 
Him,that's born nor to ozc nor to tother ? 
Though hoxour were a prize at firft, now *ris a ch1 
And as merchantable grown as your waresOr yo 


( cat 
5. 


Yet inthis we PS, 
To live quiet and free, 
To drink ſack and ſubmit, 
And not lhew our wit 
By our pratzng, bur pence, and thinking, 
Lec the poli.ick Few s 
Read Dinrnallsand Newrs, 
And lard their diſcourſe, 
With a Comment that's worſe, 
TF hac » hich plcaſeth me beſt 
Is aſong ora Jcf, 
And my obedience I'll ſhew by my driakzup. 
( doth think wel, 
He that drinks well, does ſleep well, he that ſleeps well 
wilh He that thinks well, does do well,he that does well, musF 
th ( drink well. 


SON G. XXI.L 
OE. 
The fa e Eſtate. 


Hr happy a man 1: he, 


Whoſe toul is quiet and free, 
and liveth content with his own : 
That does not defire 
To ſwell nor aſpire, 
? To the coroxect nor to the crows 
hy He doth fit and devile. 


yo Thoſe Myſpromes thar nic, 
cat But 
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But diſturbs not his ſleep, 
At the quoil thar they keep, 
Both in Country and Town, 
In the plain he fits ſafe, 
And doth privately laugh, 
At high thenghts that are tumbling down. 


2, 

His heart and his head are at reſt, 
And he ſleeps with a forrowleſſe breſt, 

That aſpires not to hit at the he[me, 
The deſires of his mind, 
To's eſtate are conhn'd , 

And he lets not his brazxs to ore'whelme, 
He's for innocent ſport, 
And keeps oft from the court, 
And if ſad thoughts ariſe, 
He does only devile 

With ſack to'repel *um. 
Though the times do turn round, 
He doth ſtil keep his ground, 
Both ina Repxblique and Realme. 


bs) 


| * 
He wears his own head and ears, 
And he tipples in fafery with's peers, 

And harmeleſly paflech his time, 

If he meet with a crofle, 
A full bowle he doth toſs, 

Nor his wealth, nor his wit are his crime. 
He doth privately fic 
With his friend clubbing wit, = 
And dis burdning their breafts 
Of ſome innocent jeſts 


And not higher doth clime. 


He 
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He ſmiles at the fate 
Of thoſe Conrteys of ſtate, 
That fall down *cauſe their thoughts are ſublime, 


& + 

But Princes and Nobles are ſtill, 
Not texants for [;fe, but at will, 

And the giddy-brain'd roxt is their Lord,. 
He that's crowned to day, 
Aſcepter to (way, 

And by all is obcy'd and ador”d, 
Both he and his crown 
In a trice are thrown down, 
for an AQ juſt and good, 
If miſl- underſtood 

Or anili-rehſh'd worg, 
Vhile he that ſcorns pelf, 
\nd enjoyes his own Lelf, 
sſecurefrom the Vote or the Sword. 
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h* A4ftrologers, 
.4 That trade in Sctarrs, 
T<cll meT have not long to live, 
Yet dol cry; 
Lohere am T : 
Let fortune ſtill 
Do what ſhe will, 
I'Ineither care nor grieve, 


Gi . Fortune 


b9 
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2. 


Fortune I know, 
Is ſtill my foe, 
Andlets me not grow fat nor thr: ve; 
Bur I, I vow, 
Will never bow, 
Nor doat and be 
As blind as ſhe, 
But keep my ſelf. alive. 


This I do know, 
IWe all muſt go 
Though ſome go ſooner, others later. 
But why ſo fait 2 
There's no ſuch haſt 
Some poſt are{gone, 
We'l but jogg on, | 
Bait firſt, and then walk after. 


l, 


Fhe clown and*s beaſt 
Make haſtto reft, 
Bur lords and courtiers fit up longer, 

Before we part 
Fill Cocher quart, 
Vath Vother eye, 
And chen we'l try 

+ acre death or man be rongcr. 
| BUR 


J- | But 


in th'enterim, 

Fill ro the brim, 

dravelling will make us weary, 
oy 
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Sinceth* jourme's great, 
And hurts our feet, 
Bacchus ſhall be 
A horſe for me 

He's ſtrong enough to carry. 


SONG. XIv. 
The Polititian 


MWrititenin 1949. 
Hat madeſſe 1 for him that's wiſe, 
To be fo much felf-hating ? 
Himlelf and his to ſacrifice, 
By medling ill with things too high, 
Thar dowt concern but gr rctifie, 
His letchery of prating. 
What 1st to us who'se in the ruling power ? 
Il bile thoy protect, were bound t obey: 


But longer n6t an hoyer. 


2. 
Nature made all alike at firſt, 
But mea that fram'd this f14le, 
Of goverament made beſt ank& wors? 
And high and low, like various {trings 
Each man his ſeveral ditty fings, 
| To tune this ftate down 414d!e. 
Ji: this grand wheel the world we're ſpokes made all, 
BB:t thar it may if ill þ keep its round, 
| Scme monnt white 6thers fall. 
G2 5. The 
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3. 
The blinded Ruler that by night, 
Sits with his hoſt of Bill-men 
With their chalked weapons, that affright 
The wondring clown that haps to view 
His worſhip and his Gowned crew, 
As if they (ate to K/] men. 
Speak, him but fair; he'l frely let you po. 
And thoſe that on the high rope dance, 
IWill do the ſame trick too, 


I'll ne're admire 
That fatuons fire, 
T hat is not what it ſeems, 
For thoſe, that now to us ſeem higher, 
Like painted b»bl/es blown 7th air, 
By boyes ſeem glorious and fair, 
*Tis but in boyes eſteems. 
Rule of its ſelf 's a toy] and who would bear it 
But that 'twixt pride and avarice 
And cloſe revenge they l ſhare it. 


Since ail the world 1s but a ſtage, 
And every man a player. 
They're fools that lives or ſtates engage, 
Let's a& and juggle asvuthers do 
Keep whats our own, get others to, 
Play whiffler clown or Mator. 
For be that ficks to what his heart calls ju, 
Becomes a ſacrifice and prey 
To the proſperons whirlegigs luſt, 
6. Each 
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6. 
Each wiſe man firſt beſt loves himſelf, 
Lives cloſe, thinks and obeyes, 
Makes not his (ou! a {laveto's pelfe, 
Nor idle {quanders it away, 
To cram their mawes that taxes lay, 
On what he does, or ſayes, 
For thoſe grand cords that man to man do twif 
Now are not honey and love 
But ſelf and intere. 


— In mmm 
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SONG XXV, 


The Priſoners 
Written when O.C. attempted to be King, 


( or nothing, 
$57 a brimmer(my bullies) drink whole ones 
Now healths have been voted down, 
Tis ſack that can heat us,we care not for c/oathiag, 
A gallon's as warm as a gown 
*Cauſe the Parliament ſees, 
Nor the former nor theſe, 
Could engage us to drink their heaith, 
They Vore that we ſhall 
Drink no healths at all 
Nor to Kizg nor to Common-wealth, 


SO tat now we muſt venture to 4rizk *um by 
(ttealty, 


TH 2, Þut 
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| 2. (chinking, 
But we've found out a way that's beyond all rheir 
To keep up Good- fellowſhip ſtill ( drinking, 
We'l drink their deftri;&ion that wonld deſtroy 
Let 'um Vote that a health if they will. 
Thoſe men that did fight, 
And did pray day and night 
For the Parliament and it's attendant, 
Did make all that buſle, 
The King outto juſle, 
And bring in the T»dependent, 
But ;70w we all clearly ſee what was the end on't. 


3. (alſo 
Now their 1dol's thrown down with their ſooterk;n 
Abour which they did make ſuch a pucther, 
And though their coutr;zvance made one K.to faillo 
We have drunk our ſelves into another, 
And now { my Lads) we 
May ſtill Cavetiers be, 
In ſpice of Committes frown, 
We will drink, and weel ling, 
And each health to our King. 
Shall be Royally drunk in the crown, 
Which thali be the Standard in every Town, 


4s (alles, 
Thoſe policick would bees do but ſhew themſelves 
| That othermens caliing invade, 
| We oaly converſe with pors and with glailes, | 
Let the Rulers alone with their trade. 
The Lyon of the Tower, 
Their eſtates does devour, | 
Wichout thewing law for't or reaſon, : 
nto 
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Into priſon we get, 
For the crime call ed debt, 
Where our Bod ies and brains we do ſeaſon 
And that 15 ne're taken for murther or treaſon. 


" 


 (moredrink boges, 
Where our ditties ill be give's more drink, gives 
Let choſe that are frugal take care, 
Our Goalers and we will live by our chink boyes, 
While our Creditours live by the air. 
Here we lie at our eaſe, 
And getcraft and greaſe, 
Till we've merrily ſnent all our ſtore, 
Then as drink brought us 1N, 
"Twill redecm us agen, 
We got in becauſe we were poor, 
And' ſwear our ſelves out on the very ſame {core 


SONG, XXVI. 
Satisfa&ion. 


Have often heard men ſay,” 
That the Ph;loſyphers of old, 
Though they were good and grave & gray 
Did various opinions hold, 
And with idolatry adore 
The Gods that themſelves had made before, 
And we that are fools do do no more. 


G 4. 2. Every 


= 
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s. 
Every man deſires whar's good 3 
But wherein that good conliſts 
"Is not by any underſtood. 
This ſers on work both pens and fiſt, 
For this condemns what thar approves, 
And thismaz dothbate,what that wan loves, 
And thats the grand rule that diſcord moves. 


This won[d valiant be, chat wiſe, 
That's for th* ſea,and this for land, 


All do judge upon ſurmiſe, | 
None do rightly underſtand, 

Theſe may be like, bur are not thar, | [ 

Something rhere is that all drive at, I 

But only they differ about the WHAT, ; 


And from all theſe ſeveral ends 


Springs diveriarcy of ations, E 
Forevery man his ſtudies bends, 
As opinion buiids his faction F 


Each man's his own God-ſmiith,what he 

Thinks good,is good to him, and we F 

Firſt make, then adore our deity. d 
1; 


A mindthat”s honeſt, pure and juft 
A ſociable dife and free, 


A friend that dares noc break a truſt, H 
Yer dares die if occaiion be, $ 
A heart thac diftates to the tongue, | W 


A ſoul that's innocent and ftrong, 
That can yet,will not do any wrong. He 


| POEM S. 
He that has ſuch a ſoul and a mind, 


Thar is fo bleſt and ſo inclind, 
What all theſe do ſeek for, he does find. 


SONG XyXl, 


The Club, 


Rithee ben'tſo ſad and ſerious, 
Nothing got by grief or care, 
Melancholy's roo imperious, 
Where it comes *cwil domineer, 
If thou haſt a cloudy breaſt, 
In which thy cares would build a neſt 
Then drink good ſack, "twill make the reſt, 
\Where ſorrows come not near. 


2, 

Be it buſineſle love, or ſorrow, 
That poliefſes thus thy mind, 
Bid them come again to morrow 

\Ve are now tomirth inclurd, 
Fillthy cup and drown them all, 
Sorrows {till do for l1quor call, 

We'l make this Barchas feſtival 
F And calt our cares behind, 


He that has a hearts har drowſy 

Shall be ſurely bamihed hence ; 

We1ſhun him as a man chat's lowſy, 
He's of dangerous conſequence, 


And 
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And he that's ſilent like a block, 
Deſerves to be made a laughingſtock, 
Let al! good fellows ſhuu that rock, 
For fear they forfeit ſence, 


4 
Ttiil thoſe clocks let time attend us, 
We'li not be to howers confind, 
We*l baniſh all that may offend us, 
Or diſturb our mirth deitgn'd, 
Let the glafle till run its round 
And each good-fel/ow keep his ground 
And if there be any flixcher found, 
We'l have his ſoul new coyn'd, T 


SON G XXAVIL. 


The Prodigal. 


\y perſwade not, I've ſwore 
We have one pott/e more, 
Though we run on the ſcore, 
And our credits do ſtretch for't, 
To what end does a father, 
Pine his body, or rather, hg 
Damne his ſoul for to gather = 
Such ſtore, but that he has this fetch fort, 
That we ſons ſhould be high boyes, 
And make ir all fly boyes 
And when he does dye boyes 
Inftead of a Scrmon we'l ting him a catch for. 
2, Then 
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% 
Then hang the Dull wit 
Of that white-l[1verd cit, 
That good4fellows does hit 
In teeth with a rednoſe, 
May bis noſe look blew 
Or any dreadfuller hue, 
That may ſpeak him watyye, 

Ard Gitloyal unto the headnole, 
'Tis the ſcarlet that graces, 
And fers out our faces, 
And that nature baſe is, T\ | 
That efteems not a Coppernoſe more then a /eadnoſe, 


- 


2s 


All the world keeps a round, 

Firſt our fathers abound 

In wealth and buy ground, 

_ Andthen leave it behind 'um 

We're ſtraight pur in black, 

Where we mourxc and drink ſack, 

And do tother knack, C mind ”um, 
While they {leep in their graves we ne*re 

Fhus we ſcatter the ſtore, 

As they rack'd ic before 

And as for the poor, 

'eenrich then: as falt as our father did grind th owe. 


Song 


 Fhough ne're ſo high, would ftii] be þ:gher 


SONG. XXIX, 
The Antipolititian. 


Ome leave thy care and love thy friend, 
Live freely don't diſpair, 

Of getting money there's no end, 

And keeping it breeds care. 
If chou haſt money ac ciy need - 

Good Chmpany and good wine, 
His /ife, whoſe joyes on wealth do feed, 

*sno half fo ſweet as thine. 7 


2. | 
I can enjoy my ſelf and friends, If 


Wethour deltgn or fear, 
Below their envy or baſe ends, 
T hat Polititians are. 
I neither toy/e nor care nor grieve 
To gather keep or looſe; 
With freedom and conſent [ live, 
And what's my own ] uſe, 


> ” 
While men blown on with ſtrong deſires 
Of riches or renown, 


So rumble headlong down, 
For Princes ſmilzs turne oft to frowns, 
And favours fade each hower, 
He that ro day heaps Tuwyes on Townes, 
To morrow's clap't ith Tower. 


\l| 
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qo 

All that we get by all our ſtore, 

; bur honour cr dominion, 
The one's bur trouble varniſhdo're 

And *tothers bur opinion. 
Face rules the roaſt, Times alwayes change, 
- 'Tis fancy builds all things, 
How madly then our minds do ranges 

Since all we graſp hath winos, 


G: 
Thoſe empty terms of rich and poor, 
Compariſon hath fram'd, 
Ye hach not »vch that covers more. 
V Vant is but will nicknam'd. 
If] can ſafely think and live, 
And freely laugh or ſing, 
My wealth I'l] not for Creſs give, 
Nor change lives with a King. 


EENOLATING An 


SONG. XXX, 
The New Gentry. 


DC Nough for ſhame ! leave off this fooling, 
 Pricheecring no more. 

Nor admire the illgotten ſtore 

Iithe npſtart Myſhromes of our Nation 

Vith blind and groundlefſe adoration, 

If thy nature ſtill wancs ſchooling. 


FAT"; © _ YO 
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As thou doſt grow old grow wiſe. 

For age can ealily adviſe, 

| And make thee i now 

1 *Tis only ſuch as thou. 

That bring and keep borkh fools & knaves in faſhicy 


| | 2, 

1 We make each orher proud and knaviſh, 

| For where ever we 

Grear abundance chance to fee 

There we fling both power and honour 

As if wealth where the only donour , 
And our natures are ſo ſlaviſh. 

That we tamely will ſubmit, 

All our reaſon ſtrength and wit, 


And pay and pray, ; 
Great men in power, tnat they 
Wiiltake our Liberty and trample on her. | 
1 What is't makes all men ſo much covet, [ 
| Tozl::g more and more, 
[| Toincreaſe a needlefs ſtore, 
| So violently tugg and ball for't 
Ventering body foul and all fort ? 
Therich are flatter'd and they [ove it ( 
| We obey their ſhalls and muſts, 
| And to gratitie their lufts, 7 


1 We madly ſtrive 
| VVho firft our ſelves ſhall give 
And at!i tlrat 1s ours to them,if they | but call for't 


4. | 


161 
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a 

If we did take no notice of them), 

Like nor, nor applaud, 

Their ſpoyles obtaind by force & fraud 
But would live conrent and jolly 
Laughing at their paintul folly, 

And would neither fear nor love them, 
Underneatn their loads,they'ld groan, 
Or with thame would throw them down, 

And live as free 
From needteffe cares as we, 


Slight pompe and wealth,thar makes men me/uacholly 


Pray what are all theſe gaudy byb7es 
That ſo boaſt and rant, 
! Of what they think they have,but haxt? 
But men that had the Iuck of living, 
And mad: others fall their thriving, 
Hailſtones got in ſtormes of troubles. 
That for valowr are as fit, 
For K1nights,as to be Squires for wit 
Inſpired with pride, 
Did what good men defed, 
Grown great by Protean turning and conniving. 


6. 
That man that would have me adore him, 
Witch my heart, he muſt 
Be noble, pow'rful, wiſe and jr, 
And 1mprove his parts and power 
; Tofupport not to devour, 
Nor pride nor 149, mult ©re rule o're him 
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Th' bugheare greatneſle without this 
An idle,empty pageant 15, 7 
He that doth riſe 
And is not good and wiſe, = 


I honour not, but pity and deplore him. 


S O NG, -XXXE 


TheC heerf3.l heart. ll 


TT hat though theſe il] times do go croſs to our 
And fortune {till frowns upon us, (will? £B 
Our hearts are our own,and they tha]l be ſo till, 
A pin for the plagues they lay on us. A 
Let us take t'other cup, 
To keep our hearts up, 
And letic be pureſt Canary, 
We'lnere ſhrink or care, T 
For the croſſes we bear, 
Let *um plague us untill they be weary. 


2. 
What though we are made,both beggars and ſluves, 
Let us ſtoutly endure it anddrink on. 
Tis our comfort we ſuffer,cauſe we will not be knaves 
Qur redemption will come e're we think on'e. 
We mutt flatter and fear 
Thoſe that over us are, 
And make *um believe that we love *um, 
When their tyra#nies paſt, 
We wi!l ſerve them at laſt, 
As they ſerv*d thoſe that have been above um. 
| Z. The 
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The Levites do preach, for the gooſe and the pig, 
To drink wine but at Chr;Fmas and Eaſter, 
The DoFour doth labour our. lives to new-trig, 
And makes nature to faſt, bur we feaſt her, 

The Lawyer doth bawle, 
Qur his lungs and his ga ule, 
For the Plantiftf and forthe Defendant 3 
At bouks the Scholar lies 
Till by Flatas he dies, 
With the ugly hard word at the end orc 


| | rp 
? Bur here's to the man that delights in Sol fa, 
"Tis ſack is his only Roſin, 
\ load of heigh ho*s are not worth a ha, ha , 
He's the man for my money that drays in, 
Come a pin for this. Muck, 
And a hg of ill Luck, 
Tis better be blyth and frelick, 
Then to {gh out our breath, 
And invite our own death 
By the Gout or the foxe,and the cholick, 


» 
Qi tn. —_ ——_— KI 
VO ecmera mmm mend ——_—__—_ 


tae d 
Ln —————————. 


SONG. XXX 
The Anſwer to the Curſe againſt Ale. 
3 Gag for ſhame that ſtrumpet muſe ! 
Letnother Spaniſh tongue abuſe; 
ur wholſome and Heroic Exgliſp Juice, 
H 


2. *F was 
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: ,/ 
*T was not this loyal liquor ſhut 
Our Gates againſt our Soveraign, but 
Strange drzxk into one##ub together put. 


When Ae was drink Canonical 
There were no threves,nor watch,nor wall, 
Men neither #s/e,nor lack'd, for Ale was all. 


4. 
T hat Poet ought be dry or dumb, 
Andto our brown=-towles never come, - 
Who drinking A/e,vents only drugs and ſcum. 


, 
Nor had that Conldier drunk enongh, 
For Ale both valour gives and butfe, 
Makes men azkickable, aud cudgel-proof. 


h 6. | 
'T was the meal not mealman wasthe cauſe, 
The mill fell down, for one ſmall clauſe 
In one meal-aF,haih overthrown our lawes, 


The worth of 4/e none can proclaim, 
Bur by th* aſsiſtance of the ſame, 
From it our Lazd derives it nobleſt name. 


| 8 
With this men were in(pir'd, but not 
As kickſhaw brains are now ( God wot \) 
by - . . 
Tnſpir d,that 18,run mad,none knowes with what. 


9, How 
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9, 
How did our ftour forefathers make, 
All Antichrifian Nations quuake, 
When they their Nathrown bowles and bi7ls did take! 


I ©. 
What noble ſparks old Ale did kindle ! 
But now ſtrange clrinks do make men dwindle, 
And Pigmies get,fcarce fit to ſway a ſpindle. 


II. 
This liquor makes the drinkers fight 
Stoutly, while others ſtoutly write : 
| This both creates the Poet and the Knight. 


I2, It 
This makes the drawer in his Gown | 
And chain to ride and rule the Town, 
Whole orzent Noſe exemplifies his frown. 


13- 
How reverently the burly Hoſt 
With basker hilred pot and coſt, | 
Commands the bak't meats,and then rules the roſt; | 


14. | 
But oh the Brewer bears the bell ! | 
This makes him to ſuch highneffe ſwell, 
As #0ne but Ale-inſpir'd can think or tell. 


I 
Divert that curſe then,or give o're, 
Dox Phillip can hnrt A/e no more, 
Then his Armado, England heretofore. 
| H 2 Song 


SON 6G, XXXII. 
The Reformation. 


Ell not me of Lords or Lawes, 
Rules or Reformation, 
All chac's done's nor worth two ftrawes, 
To the welfare of the Nation. 
Men in power do rant it ft1)], 
And give no reaſox but their will, 
For all their domination. 
Or if they do an a that's juR, 
"Tis not becauſe they would, but nwſt, 
To Gratifie ſome parties luſt, 
Or meerly for a faſhion. 


2, 
Our expence of blood and purſe. 

Has produc'd no profit. 

Men are ſti!l as bad or worſe, 

And will be what e're comes of it. 
We've ſhuffled out, and ſhnffled in, 
The perſons, bur retain the ſin, 

To make our game the ſurer, 
| Yet ſpire of all our pains and skill, 
The knaves all in the pack are fill, 
And ever were and ever will, 
Thouga ſomething now demgurer. 


| 


POEMS, 


| 3 
And it cannot bur bur be ſo, 

Since thole toys in faſhion, 
And of ſouls fo baſe and low, 

And mere Bgots of the Nation, 
Whoſe defigris are power and wealth 
Ac which by rapines,fraud and Fealth 

Audacioutly they venrcr ye, 

They lay their conſciences aide, 
And turn with every wind and tide, 
Pu*'d on by Ignorance and pride, 

And all to look li..e Gentry. 


Crimes are not puniſh'd cauſe they'r crimes 

But "cauſe they r low and littie, 

Mean men for mean faults in theſe times 

Make ſacisfa&ion to atitle 
While thoſe in office and in power, 
boldly the un terlings devour. 

Our Cobweb hawes can't hold "um. 
They ſell for many a Thouſand crown, 
Things which were never yet their own, 
And chis 1s /aw and cufom grown, 


Cauſe thoſe do judg that ſold "uni. 


Brothers ſtill fv:th Brothers brawl, 

And for crifles fue *um, 

For two proxouits that ſpoil all, 

T hofe contentious Meum, Trunn, 
The wary /awyer buyes and builds, 
While the C/jezzr ſells his fields, 

To ſacrifice to's fury 3 

H 3 


And 
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And when he thinks to obtain his right 
He's baffled off, or beaten quite, 
By th* Judges will or Lawyers ſlighe, 

Or ignorance of the Jury. 


6. | 

See the tradeſ-man how Ie thrives - | 

With perpetual trouble, 
How he cheats, and how he ſtr;ves 

His Eſtate t'enlarge and double, 
Excort,uppreſſe,grind and encroach, 
Tobe a Squire, and keep a coach, 

And tobe one o'th Duorum, 
Who may with's brother worſhps lit, 
! Andjudge without law,fear or wit, 
|| Poor petty thieves rhat nothing get, 
il And yet are brought before 'unt. 


And his way to get all this 
Is mere 4:ſimulation, 
No factious It ture does he miſs, 
And ſcapes no ſchiſm that's 14 faſhion. 
But with ſhort hair and ſhining ſhoes, 

He with two pens, and's note-book goes, | 
And winks and writes at randome ;, 
Thence with ſport meal and tedious Grace, 

In a loud tone and publick place, : 
Sings Wiſdows bymas, that trot and pace, 
As it Ge/:ab ſcand *um. 
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8. 
But when death begins his threats, 
And his Conſcience ſtruggles, 
Toca!l ro mind his former cheats 
Then at heav*n he turns his juggles, 
And out of all 's 11]- gotten ſtore, 
He gives adribling to the poor, 
Ina Hoſpital or a School-houſe, 
And the ſuborned Prieſt tor's hi: e, 
Quite frees him from ch' znfernal fire 
And places him 1h A»ge/s quire, 
Thus theſe Fuck- puddings fool us. 


9. 
All be gets by*s pains th cloſe, 
Is that he dycd worth ſo- much, 
Which he on's doubtiful ſeed beſtows, 
That neither care nor know much, 
Then fortunes favorite his heir, 
Bred baſe, and ignorant and bare, 
Is blown up like a bubble, 
Who wozdring at's own ſuddain riſe, 
By pride {implicity and vice, 
Falls to's ſports, dr:zk, drab and dice 
And makes all fly like ſtubble. 


I9. 
And the Church the other ewin, 
Whole mad zeal enrag'd us, 
Is not purifid a pin, 

By all thoſe broy/es in which ſhe engag'd ns, 
We, our wives turin'd our of doors, ! 
And took in Concadbines and whores, 

To make an alteration, 


Our Pulpiteers are proud and bold, 
They their own J/ills and faGiovs hold, 
And ſell ſalvation ſtill for Gold, 


And here's our Reformation, 


I1, 
*Tis a madneſs then to make, 
Thriving our employment, 
And lucre love, for Lucres ſake,' 
Since we ve poſleſsion, not injoy ments 
Let che r1mes run on their courſe, 
For oppolition makes them worſe, 
Wene're ſhall better find 'um, 
Let Graxdees wealth and power {engrofſe, 
And honour too,while we ſit cloſe, 
And laugh and take our plenteous doſe, 
Of ſack and never mind *um. 


SON G. XXXIV. 


For the Gen-vralls entertainment. 


Arewell all cares and fears, let G44 ncſe come, 
Le: s all ftrive which {hail moſt rejoyce, 
No more che Truzmpet,or the Thnundring Drum, 
Shall interrupt our peace with zoiſe, 
But all their Ofces ſhall be 
Therited by {prightly melody. 
TH inchanting Lyte and the melodious Lyre, 
With well-cun'd ſouls does make 
a fiill harmonio's ner 
2, In 
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Ia vain do we our ſelves,our ſelves deſtroy, 
In vain do Ezrg/:;hh, Engliſh beat, 
Conr-2 are cruel,we muſt now wear joy, 
An1 all in love,each other greet. 
{Our civil 4;ſcords now ſhall ceaſe, 
{lore themſelves ina deiired peace. | 
Ail things by war are in a Chaos hurP'd, 
But love alone firſt made, | 
and ſtill preſerves the World. 


The Trophies of the Conquerours of old, 
And all che ſp-z/s with which they*r crown'd, 
Were all bur t3pes of what we do behold, 
What they did feek for, we have found, 
Here peace and plenty ſweetly kift, 
i And both with /oya/ty & vertye twill, 
Then ler our joy riſe high that all may ſhare it, 
Let wealth and honour meet deſert, 
he that wins Gold may wear it, - 


S ON G. XXXV. 


Oz Sir GB his defea':, 


T2 


ay why ſhould any man comp'ain, 
Or why 4{turb his breſt or bran, 
eo, | Atthis new alteration ? 
Iu © Since that whi:h has Been done's no more, 
Then what has been done before, And 
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And that which will be done agen, 


As long's there are ambicious men, 
Thar ſtrive for domination. 


2 
In this mad age there's nothing firm, 
All things have periods and their rerme, 
Their Riſe and Declinations, 
Thoſe gaudy Norhings we admire, 
Which ger above, and ſhine like fire, 
Are empty vapours, rais'd from duſt, | 
Whoſe mock-ſhine paſt, they quickly nwſt 
Fall down like Exhalations. 


But till we Commons mult be made 
A galig,a lame,thin, hackney jade, 
And all by turnes will ride us, 


This ſide and that, no matter which, 
For both do ride with: ſpur and ſwitch, / 
Till we are tyr*d,and then ar laſt, / 
We ſtumble, and our riders caſt ( 

Cauſe rhey*14 nor feed nor guide us. 

+ | 

The inſulting Clergy quite miſtook, L 
In thinking Kingdoms paſt by book, 1 

| | Or Crowns were got by prating 3 
[-/ *Tis not the blackcoat, but the red B 
{} Has power to make,or be the head, A 
|; : MNoris it wordszor oaths,or tears, * 1 
| But Mzuskets or full Baadoleers T 


Have power of Legiſlating. 


POE M S, 


4 

The Lawyers muſt lay by their book, 
Ac ittudy Lambert more then Cooks 

The tword's the /earxedft pleader, 
[2-p3v1s and judgments will not do't, 
bu "ris > agoons, and Horſe and foot, 
Words ure but wind,but blowes come home, 
A ftout rongu'd Lawyer's but a Mome, 

Compar'd to aſtout Fzle-leader. 


6. 

Luck wir or valour,rule all things, 
They pull down and they ſer up Kings, 

Aillawes are in their boſome; 
That fideis always right that's Frong, 
And that that's beaten nauſt be wrongs 
An he that thinks it is not ſo, 
Unlefſe he's ſure to beat *um too, 

Is but a fool "oppoſe *um. 


7, 
Let them impoſe taxes or rates, 
Tis but on thoſe that have eſtates, 

Nor ſuch as I and thou are, 

But it concerns thoſe woridlings,which 
are left, or madeor elſe grow rich, 
\Uch as have ftudied all their dayes, 
The ſaving and the thriving wayes, 
To be the mules of power. 


POEMS 


8. 
wh If they reform the Church or State, 
i} We'l ne're be troubled much therear, 
"nt Let each man takes opinion, 

Wil If wedon't like the Church you know, 
! Taverns are free and there we go, 
And ifevery one would be 

As cleerly unconcern'd as we, 
They'd ne're fight for Dominzon. 


SON G. XXXVIL 


_ Againſt Corrupted Sack, 


__ ! once my comfort and my dear delight, ſl 
Dull mortals quickning ſpirit ; 1 

i Thon didſt once give affe&ions,wit, and nught, | 

Il Thou maP{t the Lover and the Wight, T, 

if Thou mad'{ one dye, and other fighr, Io 

Thou mad'it the Poet, who made both,and thou 

Inſpird'fſt our brains wich genral fire till now 

"i TW haſt juſtly loſt chy honour 

i Cauſe ch'haſt loſt thy power and merit. 
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Now we depoſe thee from th* uſurped throxe, 
Since thou'rt degenerate and diſlogall ; 

Thou haſt no proper father of thine own, 
Bur art a baſtard got by th' Town 

By Aqnuivoke generation, 


byſl By his 4rmndo or can fince deftroy 
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hen Flavel or B?ſſe Beer eredrudg'd a whore , 
Nor caijt thou now inſpire nor feed, 
Nor cheriſh ; but deſtroy all. 


-N 

0k where's that ſprightly Poetry and Wir, 
That ſhould endure for ever ? 
ad Homer drank thy mixture, he had writ 
ines chat would make the Reader ſpit, 
Nor beyond puns would Pindar get, 
Virgil and Horace if inſpir”d by thee, 
ad Writ but /end and pagan poetry. 
Dull dropſy'd /;nes,or eiſeas ary 

and raging as a fever. 


4 

reaſons committed and contriv*d by thee, 
Kingdoms and Kings ſubverted, 

Tis thou makeft Rulers fools & cowards bee, 

ind ſuch as oughr to bend the Knee 

ſadly invade the Soveraignty, 

Thou throw? us on all afGzons,vile & fell 

rirſt mak'ft us do, and then thou makeſt us tell, 
And whom we ſwore to ſerve; 

By thee we baſely have deſerted. 


hou plague of bodies and th' unnatural Nurſe. 
Of Sickxeſſe and Phyſiti ans 
wine of wit,and ſtrength,and fame,and purſe, 
that haſt deſtroy'd' poor mortals worſe 
Then the great plague, or Meyoſh curſe. 
Nnafcy nine th? haſt ſpilt more Exg/i/ blood 
ben ere in eighty eight the Spaniard could 


By*s t1quititions, 


hy Bawds,the Vintners 'do compound thee more, 


6. Hence 
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6. 

Hence from my veins,from my defires be gone 
E loath thee and dehe thee. 

Ple now find out a purer Helicon, 

Which wits may ſafely feaſt upon, 

And baftle thy hobgoblin Dox. 

And live toſee thee and thy m1unprel race 

Contemn'd and rooted out of every pjace, 
And thoſe thou'ſt fo «Þd and wroxg' like me, 

| For ever ever fly thee, 


SON G XXXVII 


The Lamentation, 


Written in 1648. 


Mou, London, mourne, _ 
Bathe thy polluted ſoy/in tears; 


Returne, returne, | . 
Thou haſt inore cauſe of grief, then rh*hadſt fo 
For the whole Kingdom now begins (fear) 
To feel thy ſorrows as they ſaw thy fins, 
And now dono 
Compaſston ſhow 
Unto thy miſery and wo, 


But flight thy ſyfferangs as thou didft theirs. 


2, 
Pride towring pride, 
And boyling luſt, thoſe fatal rwins, 
Sit fide by fide, | 
And are become plantations of fins. Hen 
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POE M S$, Iv9 
Hence thy Kebel/ions firſt did flow, 
Both to the King above, and him below. 
And ſordid floth 
The Nurſe of both, 
Have rais'd thy crimes to ſuch a growth, 
That ſorrow muſt conclude as fin begins. 


e 


. L 
Fire raging Gre: 
Shall burn chy /tately towers down 
Yer noc expite, 
Tygres and Jolves, or men more ſavage grown, 
Thy childrens brains, and rhine ſhall daſh, 
And in your b/ood their guilry tallons waſh, 
Thy Daughters mult 
Allay their luft, 
Miſchiefs will be on miſchief thruſt, 
Till thy Cap tumble as thou mad'tt the Crown. 


2e, 
hee, 


+ 
Cry London cry ! 
Now now peticion tor redreſle, 

- Where canſt thou fly ? 

t fo Thy emptyed che#s augment thy heavineſſe, 

als The Gentry and the Commons Joath, 

Th” adored Hoyſes ſlight the worſe then both, | 
The King poor ſaint, Ls | 
Would heip but can't; |. 

Toheav'n alone unfold thy want 
Thence came thy plagues,thence only pity floy'ch 
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SONG XXXVII, 
The Riddle. 


Writ ten in 1944, 


No more, no more, 


We are already pin'd, 
And ſore and poor, 
In body and in mind. 
And yer our ſufferings have been 
Lefſe then our fin. 
Come long-defired peace we thee implore, 
And let our pains be lefſe, or power more. 


2. 
Lament, Lament, 
And let thy tears;run down, 
To fee the rent 
Between the Robe and Crown, 
Yet both do ſtrive to make it more 
Then 'cwas before, 
War like a ſerpent has its head got in, 
And will nor end fo ſoon as't did begin. 


One body Jars, : 
And with itsſelf does fight, 
War meets with warrs 
And nughe refifteth might. 


And 


ra 


—— -—_» 
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And both tides ſay they love the Rong, 
And peace will bring. 
Yet ſince theſe faral civill broyls begun, 


Scrange Riddle ! both have congner*d,neither wox, 


4. 
One God, one Kingy 
One true Religion till, 
In every thing 
One Law both ſhould fulfil, 
All theſe both fades does till pretend 
That they defend. 
Yetto encreaſe the King and Kingdoms woes, 
Which {1de ſoever w:ns good ſubjeQts loſe. 


S. 
The Xi; xg doth ſwear, 
Thar he doth fight for them; 
And they declare, 
They do the like for him : 
Both ſay they with and fight for peace, 
Yet wars increaſe. 
Sobetween both,before our wars be gone, 
Our lives and goods are loit,and we're nndone. 
6. 
Since *tis our curſe. 
Tofght we know nor why ; 
'Tis worſe and worſe 
The longer chus we ly. 
For war it ſelf is bur a Nurſe 
To make us worſe. 
Come blefſed peace we once again implore, 
And let one pains be lefle,or power mores 


] 


SON G. XXXIX, 


On the Kinos returne, 


Ong have we waited for a happy End 
F Ofall our miſerijes and ſtrife ; 
Bur ftill in vain the Swordmen did intend, 
To make them hold for tearm of Life. 
That our diftempers might be made, 
Their everlaſting lively-hood and trade. 


2. 
They entayle their Swords and Guns, 
And pay, which wounded more; 
LIpon their Darghters and their Soxs, 
Thereby to keep us ever poor. 


_— Ser ee eee rey none end—eey——y——  emrprnt — =— 
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And when the C;v4/ wars were paſt 
They civil Goverament envade ; 

To make our taxes, and our ſhavery laſt, 
Buth to cheir tit/es, and their trade. 


But now we are deans from all, 
By our Indulgent K3zg; 
Wh ofe coming docs prevent our fall, 
With loyal and with joyful kearts we'l ling. 


hand 


Chorus 


POEMS: 


| Chorus. 
IVelcome, welcome iroyal May, 
Welcome long defired Spring, 
Many ſprings and Mays we've ſeen 
Have brought forth what's gay and green. 
But none is like this glorious day 
Which brings forth our Gracious King, 


SONG. XL. 
A Catch. 


Et's leave off our labour,and now let*s go play, 
For this 1s our time to be jolly ; | 
Our ?/agzes and our plaguers are both fled away, 
To nouriſh our griefs is but folly. 
He that won'e drink and fing, 
Is a Traytor to's king. 
And ſo's he that does nor look twenty years younger 
We?l look blith and trim, 
With rejoycing at him 
That 1s the reſtorer,and will be the Prolozger, 
Of all our feliciry and health, 


The joy of our hearts,& increaſe of our wealth, ||| 
"Tis he brings our trad;xg,our trading brings riches, | 


Qur riches brings hoxors,at which every mind itches, 
And our riches bring ſack,& our fack brings us joy, 
And our joy makes us leap, and fing Vive le Roz. 


L 2 Song 3 
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SONG XII. 


For General Monk his entertainment at 


Cloath-workers Hall. 


Ing B?/lc ! and let boze-fiers out blaze the ſun! 
Let erchoes contribute their voice! 
Since now a happy ſetclement's begun, 
Let all things tell how all good menrejoyce. 
If theſe ſad Lands by this 
Can bur obtain the bliſſe 
Of their delired, though abuſed peace; 
We'l never never more : | 
Run mad as we've heretofore 
To buy our ruine; bur all ſtrife ſhall ceaſe. 


2. 
» The Cobler ſhall edifie us no more, 
| Nor ſhall in 4iv743ty ſer any ſtiches, 
The women we will no more hear & adore 
Fhat preach with their husbands for the breeches. 
The Fanatical tribe | 


That will not ſubſcribe, ] 
| Totheorders of Church and of State, 
| Shall be ſmother'd with the zeal : 


 Oftheir new common-weale 
And no man will mind whar they prate. 


'® Ly of 13.008 
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Chorus. 
We'l eat, and we'l drink, we'l dance and we'] ſing, 
The Ronndbeads % Caves no more ſhall be nanr'd; 
But all joyn together to make up the r:ng, 
And rejoyce that the many headed dragons tam'd. 
Tis friend ſhip and love,that canſave us and arme us, 
And while we all agree; their is nothing can harme us 
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SONG. XLIL 
The Adwice. 


E that a happy life would lead, 
- In thele dayes of diſtraction, 
Let him liſten to me, and I wiil read 
A leQure without fattion. 
Let him want three things, 
Whence miſery ſprings 
All which dobegin with a letter 5 
Let him bound his deftres, 
With what nature requires, 
And with reaſon his humours fetter. 


* 
Let not his Wealth prodigious grow, 
For that breeds cares and dangers, 
Makes him hated above and envyed below, 
Anda conflant {lave to firangers. 
He is happieſt of all, 
Whoſe eſtate is bur fmai!, 
Yet enough to delight ancinaintain bin. 
L 2 te 
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He may do, they may ſay, 
Having norhing to pay, 

It will not quic coſts to arraign him. 


3 
Nor mutt he be clogg'd with a I/;fe. 
For houſehold cares incumber, 
And doto one place confine a mans life, 
"Cauſe he cant remove his lumber. 
They're happieſt by farr, 
Wano unweddy dare, 
And forrage on all in common, 
From all ſtorms they can fly, 
And ifthey ſhould dy, 
They ruine nor child ner woman. 


4s 
Nor let his brains o'reflow with J/;t, 
That capers o're's diſcretion ; 
'Tis coſtly to keep,and "tis hard to get 
And 'tis dangerous n the pofſeſſion. 
They are happieſt men 
Who can ſcarce tell ten, 
|  Andbeat not their brains abour reaſon, 
They may ſpeak what will ſerve, 
| Themſelves to preſerve, 
And their words are ne*ce taken for treaſon. 


S. 
But of all fools there is none like the it, 
For he takes pains to ſhew it, 
When his pride, or his drink work himinto a fir, 
Then fraght he muſt be a Poet. 
Tacn fiis Fefs he flings, 
Both at States and at Kings, 
For Applauſe and for Bayes and Shadowes. 


Think 


-_ 


POE M S, 
Thinks a verſe ſaves as well 


| Asacircle or a ſpell, 
'Till he drives himſelf to the Barbadoes. 


6s 
He that within theſe bounds can live, 
May baffle all diſafters, 
To Fortnue and Fates commands he may g1ve* 
Which worldiings make their maſters. 
He may fing,he may laugh, 
He may dance,he may quatte, 
May be mad, may be fad, may be jolly, 
He may {lcep withour care, 
And weke without fear 
AndJaugh at the whole world,and its folly, 
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The Satyr of Money 


[” is not the S;/ver or gold of its (elf, 
That makes men adore ir; bur *ris for 1ts power: 
Forno mandoes dote upon pelt, becauſe pelf, 

But ail court the Lady in hopes of her Dower. 
The wonders that now in our dayes we behold, 
Done by ct irrefaitible power of Gold, 


Our Love,and our Zeal,and Allegiance do mold. 


2. 

This purchaſeth Kingdoms, Kings, Scepters, Crowns, 

Wins Batt/es,and conquers the Conguerours bold; 
Takes Bulwarks, and Ca$les,and Armies,and Townss 
_ Our prime La wes are written 1 lerters of Gold. 
Tis this that our Par/iaments calls, and creates, 
Turns Kings into Keepers,and Kingdoms to States, 
And People oms this into Higk- doms tranſlates. 


2. This 
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This p/ots doth aeviſe, then diſcovers what th* are, 


Sets thoſe on the beach that ſhould ſtand ac the bar, 

Who judge ſuch as by right ought to execute them: 
Gaves the boyFrous Clown his unſufferable pride, 
Makes Beggars,and joo/s, and Vſurpers to ride, 
While rutn'd propertzes run by their {idc. 


4. 
Stamp either rhe arms of the State, or the Kizg 
St. George or the Lreeches C. R. or O.P. 

The Croſſe ard the fiddle "tis all theſame' thing. 
This it1]l 1s che @reex who ere the King be. 
This lines mens Ke/7g:0z,builds do&rines & truth, 

With zeal,and the ſpirit,the fa&:ozrs endew'th, 
Tociub with St. Katherize or {weet {iſter Ruth. 


This made our black Senate to fit ftill ſo long, 
To make themfelves rich by making us poor 3 
This made our buld Army fo daring,and ftrong, 
And that made them drive *um like Geeſe out of 
| C door. 
*T was this made the Covenant-makers to make it, 
And this made our Lewvztes to make us to take it, 
And this made both makers and takers forſaxe it. 


6. (*Strators 
This ſpawn'd the dunghil crew of Commictes and 
Who lived by picking their Par/iaments Gums, 
This made and then proſpered Rebels and Traytors, 
And made Gentry of thoſe that were the Nations 


ſc 1 AY 


T his 


This makes the great fe/oxs the leſſer condemn; 
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his Herald gives armes,not for merit but ſtore, 
ves Coates unco luch, as did ſell coates before, 
\their pockets be lin'd but with Argert and Oare. 


; OTF. 
[is this makes the Lawyer give judgment and plead, 
On this tide, or that fide,on both 1;des or neither, 
(read, 
his makes Teomen Clerks,that can ſcarce write or 
And fpawns arbitrary orders as various as the 
( wearher : 
his make the blew-le&urer pray,preach,and prate 
Without Teaſoz or truth againit K. church or State, 
o ſhew the thin lyning of his twice-cover'd pate. 


Q R 
Tis this that makesFEarls, Lords, Knights, SCEſc 3 iress 
Without breeding,diſcenr,wir,learning or merit; 
Vakes Ropers and Ale-drapers Sheriffs of Shires, 
Whoſe trade's not ſo low nor ſo baſe as their ſpirit: 
This Z::#ices makes, and wiſe ones we know, 
rurr'd Aldermen likewiſe, and Mayors alſo, 
Makes the old wife to trot,and makes the Mare go. 
9. (t(hipful, 
This makes the }ew aprozs write themſelves wor- 
and for this we ſtand bare and before 'um do fall; 
(wool, 
They leave their young Heirs well fleeced with 
"hom we're to call Sqzires,and they're to pay all, 
EO (gawdys 
Who with beggarly ſouls, though their bodies are 
( Lady, 
Courr the pale Chambermni4 % nickname her a 
ind for want of difcouſe they do ſwear and taik 
(baudy. 
16, For 
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I 0. | 

For money mens lives may be purchaſ'd and (od 

"Tis, money breaks laws 8& rhat mends *um agzir 
Men venture their quiet and fafecy for guld, 
When they wont ſtir a foot cheir rights to 7: 77#tair 
This Do&ors createrh of Nunces, and thoſe, 
Commanders that uſe to pollute their hoſe, { 
This buys the ſpruce gallant his verſe and his proſe, 


I. 

This marriages makes,"tis the center of love, 

It drawes on the man & it pricks up the woman; 
Birth, virtue,and parts,no atte&ion can move, 

While this makes Lords bow tothe brat of 

: ( Br oom-man, 

Gives vertue,and beauty to the laſs that you woe, $"1 

Makes women of all ſorts and ages to do; 
*Tis rhe foul of world, and the worldling too. 


I2. 
This horſes procures you,and hawks,hounds hare ut 
| ( your Gelding] | 
| "Tis this keeps your Groom,and yourGroom keeps 


It buys Citizens wives as well as their wares, or 
And makes your coy Ladies ſo coming & yielding 
( ſpring, 
This buys us good ſack, which revives like th 1 
T his gives the poetical fancies their wing, A 
T his makes you as merry as we that do fing. ſ 


— 


Gon! dC 


Upan a Sign-Poſt, ſet up by one Mr. 
7 Pecke at Skoale in Nortolk. 


Id none of you hear, 
nf LYOfa wonder laſt year, 
ſhat through all Norfolk, did ring; 
Of an 14x and an Hof#, 
With a Sign anda pot 
at might hold{God bleſs us)the King. 
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2. 
The building is great 1 
And very compleat, I 
es, ſWut can't be compa rd to the ſigye 3 j 
758 But within doors, I think 
pl 's carſe a drop of good drink, 
or Bacchus ink all the beſt wzze. 


3 
he But here's the deſign 
What's a mifſe in the Je, 
7 weaches ſhall be ſupply'd; 
There's three on a row 
Stands out for a ſhow, 
oo draw in the Gallazts that ride, 
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The firſt of the Po 
Diana ſhould be, 
But ſhe cuckolded poor 4Ge:n, | 
And his head ſhe adorns, 
With ſuch viſible horns, 
That he's fit for his hounds forto prey on« þ 


$. 
*Tis unſafe we do find 
To truſt Women kind, 
Since horning's a part of their trade ( 
Diana 1s plac't 
As a Goddefſe that's chaſlt, 
Yet Aeon a Monſter ſhe made, \ 


6. 
The next wench doth ſtand, 
With the ſcales in her hand 
4 And is ready to come. at your beck; | 
| A new trick they*ve found, | 
| To ſell fack by the pound, 


But 'twere bertrer they'd (ell by the peck, | $1 
7 
The laſt of the three 
They fay prudence muft be 
Wirh the ſerpent and hory of plenty ; N 


Burt plenry and wit 
So ſeldom doth hit, 
That they fall not to oze in twenty. 


POEMS, 


8. 
But above theſe things all, 
Srandsa fellow thar's ſmall, 
With a@uadraxt diſcerning the wind, 
And ſay hee's a fool 
That travells from $koale, 
And leave his good liquor behind. 


— 
Nere the top ofthe fin, | 
Stand three on aline, '% 

One is Temperance;ftill powring out ; if 
And Fortitude will | 
Drink what Temperaxce fill, 

And fears not the tone or the gour. 


IC. 
The next to theſe three : . 
Youl an UVſurer ſee, # 
With a prodigal child in his mouth ; 'Þ 
'Tis Time ( as ſome lay ) 8 
And wellſo it may j 
For they be devourers both. 


Its 
Thelaſt that you ſtare on 
I s old father Charoz 
Who's wafting a wench o're the ferry, 
Where Cerberus do's ſtand 
To watch where they land, 
And together they goto be merry, 
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I2. 
Now to ſee ſuch a change 
Is a thing that 1s ſtrange 


That one who as ſtories do tell us 4 

His money has lent | 

Ar frfty per cent [ 

A Colledg ſhould build for goodfellows Þ 
| 12. | | 

But under this work þ 


Do's a miiſtery lurk, 

That ſhewes us the founders deſign, 
He has chalk'd out the way 
For Gallants to ſtray, 

That their jands may be his in fine. 


14. 
That's firſt an 4le en 
Next hounds then a wench, 
With theſe three to roar and to reve!; 
Brings the prodigals lands, 
To the UVſurers hands 
And his body and ſoul to the Dev:!, 


I 
Now if you would know 
After all this adoe, 
By what name, this ſign ſhould be known, 
Some calPt this,& ſome that, 
 Andlomel know not what 
Bur *tis many {igns in one- 
6. 
TY's a figrtthat who built it 
Had more money then wit, 
And more wealth then he got or can uſe, 
"Tis a fign that all we 
— Have leſlſe wit then he 
That go thither co drink and may chuſe. 


Son? 


NL. 
A new Diurnal of paſſages mere 


Exactly drawn it Þ then heretofore, 
Printed and publiſhed; *tis order'd to be 
By Henry Elfing the Clerk of the P. 


I. Fune. 1543. 


es many Dinrnals ( tor which we are griev'd, 

YArc cornefromboth Houſes, and are not beliey'd; 

The herrer to help them for- running and flying, 

We have pur them 1n Verſe, to Aurhorize their lying, 

For tt has been dehared, and found to he true, | 
That Iying's a Parliament Priviledge roo: 

ind that they may the ſooner om conqueſts reherſe, 
Weare minded to pur them in Galloping verſe ; 

Bit fo many Maim'd Souldiers from Reading there came, 
That in ſpite of the Surgeons, make ouUT verſes go lame, 
Ve have ever us'd FiRticns, and now 1t 15 known , 

017 Poverty has mide us Poetical grown. 


Munday. 


M ſunday both Houſes £11 into debate, 

nd were likely to fall by rhe ears as they fare; 

et would rhey nothave the buſineſs decided, 

har rey Cas rhe Kingdom is ) might be divided, 

hey had an intention to Prayers to go, 

bur Exrempore Prayers are now Common 20. 

To Voting they fall; and tie key of the work, _ 

45 the raiſing of meony for the State and the Kirke., | 

Tis only Free-loan : yet this oxder they make, C(taie, 
har what Men would nor lend, they ſhoull Plander ant 
bon this, che word P/znder came into rheir mnitide, 
nd all of them djd labour a new one to find, _ 

fx 2 ncy 
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They call'd it diſtraining : yet thought ir no ſhame, 
To perſiſt in the AR , which they bluſh't for to name, 
They Vored all Perfons from Oxford that came, 
Should be apprehended : and after the ſame, 


With an Humble Petition, the King they requeſt 


Hee'd be pleas d to return, and be ſerv d like the ref}, | 


A meſſage from Oxford conducing to peace, 

Came next te their hands, that Armes mighe ccaſe, 
They Voted and Vored, and ſtill chey did vary, 

Till at laſt the whole ſence of the Houſe was contrary 
To reaſon ; they knew by their Armes they might gain 
Whar neither true reaſon , nor Law can maintain. | 
Ceſſation was votcd a dangerous plot; 

Becauſe the King would have 1t , both Houſes would nor, 
But when they reſolv 'd it, abroad muſt he blown, 

C To baffle the World ) that the King would have none. 
And carcfully muzted the month of the preſs, 

Leaſt rhe truth ſhould peep through their jugling drefs, 
For they knew a cefſation would work them more harmes, 
Then Eſſex could do the Cavaliers with his armes. 

While they keep the Ships and the Forts in their hand, 
They may be Traytors by Sea - as well as by Land, 
The Forts will preſerve them as long as they ſtay, 

And the Ships carry them and their plunder away. 

They have therefore good reaſon to account war the better, 


J 


For the Law will prove to them but a killing letter, 


'# 
Tu) eday, 


A Poſt from his Excellence came blowing his Horn, 

For mony to advance, and this ſpun out the Morn; 

And ſtrait to the Ciry ſome went for reicfe, 

The reſt madean Ordinance to carry Powdcr-Becfe. 

Thus up go the Ronnd-Heads, and Eſf}ex advances, 

Eut only to lead his Souldiers new dances. 

To Reading he gocs. for at Oxford ( rhey lay ) 

tis wife has made Bull works ro kcep him away. 

Prince Rupert, for fear that the nanie be confounded, 

WI faw off his horns, and make him a Round-hcad. 

The newes was rcturned with Gencral fame, 

That Reading was taken cre ever he came. 

Thenaway Redc our Captains, and Souldiers did ron, 

Jo liew rhemiclyes valiant, when the Batrail was done, 
* Pre artrs 
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Preparing to plunder, but as ſeonas they came, 

They quickly perceived it was buta flam : 

4n Ordinance of Parliament Eſſex brovghr down, 

Put that would nor ſerve him to batter the Town. 

More mony was rais d,more Men and Ammunition, 

E Cairs loaded with Tournips, and other proviſion, 
Bis Excellence had Chines and Rams-heads for a* preſene, 
and his Counccl of War ha4 Woodcock 'and Pheaſant, 

But Ven had 5000, Calves heads all 1n carts, 

Y BE Tonouriſh his Men and to chear up their hearts. 

» I This made them fo valiant that that very day, 

They had taken the Town bur for running away. 

'Twas Ordered this day, that thanksgiving be made, 

To the Round-heads in Sermons , for their beefe and rheiy 

(bread, 
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{, | Two Members this day ata Conference tate, 
and one gives the othcr a knock on the pare. 

This ſer them a voting , and the upper houſe ſwore, 

Twas a breach of priviledge he gave him no more. 
7, | The lower the breaking their Members hcad vored 
A breach of cheir priviledge; for iris to be noted, 
That reaſon and Priviledge jinie did grow, 
Twas a breach of his Crown and dignity too. 
Then came in the Women with a long long petition, 
To ſettle Militia and damn the Commillion. 
For if fighting continue, they ſay they did fear, 
Thar Men would he ſcarce, and Huthands be dear. 
So plainly the Speaker the buſineſs untics, 
That pt eſently all the Members did rite, 
They had hardly the Iciſure all things to lay ope, 
Ent ſome felr 1n their Bellies 1t they had not a Popes 
Some ſtricily ſtood to them ,, and others did fear, 
Each carried abour them a fierce Cavalicr, 
This buſineſs was handled by the Cloſe-Committee , 
ihar privately met ata place in the City. 
$6 cloſely to voting the Members d1d fall. 
That the humble Siſters were overthown all. 
But they and rhemr helpcrs came ſhort ar the laſt, 
TW atlengrh the whole work on Prince Grifirh was caſt, 
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i& 14r came {rom kis mouth, and part rom his breecti, 
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And he with his tronp did handle the matter, 

He pleaſed every Woman, as ſoon as he came at her, 
The buſineſs had tke to have gone on their lide, 
Had not Pym perſwaded them not to coniide. 

For rather then peacc, to fill the Common-Wealth, 
He faid hee'd do theia every right himiclf, 


Thurſday. 


This Day a great fartin the houſe they did hear, 
Which mae all the members make buttons for fear ; 


And one makes nine ſpeeches while the buſine{s was hot, 


And ſpake through the noſe that he ſmelr out the plot, 
He takes 1t to task, and the Articles drawes, | 

As a breach of thejr own Fundamental-lawcs, 

Now Letters were read which did fully relace 

A victory againſt Vew-Caftle of late ; 

That handreds were flain, and hundreds aid run, 
And all this was gor ere the battel begun. | 
This then they reiolved ro make the beſt on; 

And next they refolved upon the queſiton, 

That Bunfires and praiies , rhe Pulpit and Steeple , 
Muſt all be ſfuborned to couzen the People, : 
But the policy was more mony to get, 

For the conqucits dear bought and far enongh fcr, 
Such victories tn Deland, although it be known 

They ſtrive to make that Land as bad as ovr own. 

No ſooner the mony for this was brought hether, 

But a croud of rrne Letters came nocking together, 
How Hotham and s army and others were beatcn , 
This made rhe blew Members to ſtartle and threaten. 
And theſe by all means muſt be kept from the City, 
And only rejereq1 ro the Privy-Committee, 

And tney preſently with an Extempore vote, | 
Which they have uſed ſo long, that th. y learned by rote, 
They ftil'd chem malignant,and tc lyecs they did tuyn them, 
Then Corbet in ſtead of the Harginan , muſt burn them, 
And he aſtcr that an Ordinance draws, 

That none ſhould tcl! rruth thar atiparag 'd the cauſe. 
Then Pym like a Pegaſus trots up and down, 

And takes vp an Angel to throw down a crown. 


Heſtianis Itfze a Centaure and makes a Tong ſpecch, 


He 
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me moves for more Horſe, that the Army may be 


Parc Mans flcth and horſe flefh, as well as he; 


And hce't be a Colonel as well as another, | 
Bur durſt not ride a horſe, cauſe a horſe rid his Mother, 


Friday. 


dr Hugh Cholmley for being no longer a'Traytor, 
Was accus'd of ireaton in the higheſt Nature; 

Cauſe he ( as they bad him ) his Souldiers did. bring, 
To turn from Rebellion and fight for the Rirgp, 

They voted him out, bur, northey nor their men 
Could vote him into the houſe agen, 

Sir Davids Remonſirance next to them was read, 
From the Citics round-body and Tſaacs the head, 
Twas apprev d ; but one cauſe produc'd a denial, 
Thar all Traytors be brought to a Legal trial. 

for tis againſt reaſon to vote cr to do 

Acainft Traytors when they arc no other Hut ſo, 
Becauie about nothing fo lobg they fir Bill, 

They hold it convenient Divrnails to fl, 

And therefore they gave ther Chronographer.charge 
Toftuff it with Orders and Letters ar large. 

The King by s Prerogative , nor by the Law, 

Can ſpeak ror prince nothing his people to draw, 

Yet Peanyles Pamphletters they do maintain, 
VYhoſe only Religion is 3tjpendary gain. 

Tet Cam Privilego, agairtt King and the State, 
The treaſon that s taught chem (like Parrats ) they prate, 
Theſe Hackneves are li-en't what cyer they ay, 

as1f they had Pat Famentpriviledge roo. 

Thus then they ccntulr : to zealous they are, 
To fertle the peace of the Kingdom by war. 

vr againſt Ctvil-war their harred is fuch, 
To prevent itihey 1 bring in the ©-07s and the Dutch, 
they had rather the Land be deftrovd in a minute, 

Ihen abide any thing that has loyalty init ; 
and yer tne rebcllion fo reatiy they tim , 

Trey fghe for the King, butihey mean for King Pym, 
Theie ail ro 3ghr for , and maintain are ſcnt 

Ihe Lawcs of England: but New-Ernglandis meant, 

and tough fuch attordcrs are broke 1n cflate, 
They keep it the 4nagram till ofa State, 
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For ſill they are plotting ſuch riches to bring 

To make Charles a rich and glorious kirg, 

And by this rebellion this good they will do him, 
They 1 forfeit all their Eſtares unto him, 

No Clergy muſt medle in Spirttuall affairs, 

Bur Layron nere heard of it, lofing his ears, 

For that he might be deat to the prifoncrs cries, 

To a fpiritual Goalers place he muit rife, 

The reſt have good reaton for what they ſhall do, 
Fer they are both Clergy and Layrie too. 

Or elſe at the beſt when the queſtion 15 ſtated, 

They are but Mechannths newly tranliatcd, 

They may be Commirtees to practiſe their bawling, 
For ſtealing of horſe is ſpiritual calling. 

The reaſon why pecple cur Marty1s ador'd , 

3Cauſe their ears being cut off their fame ſounds the more, 


#Twas ordered the Goods of Maltgnants and Lands, 


Shall be ſhar'd among them, and took into their hands, 
They have ſptt1rs for more maligrants to come , 
That every one in the houſe may have lome, 


. Then downto Guild-Hall they return their rhanks, 


To the fouls whom the Lottery has cheated with blancks, 


datterday. 


This day there came newes of the taking a Ship, 

( To ſee what ſtrange wonders are wrought in the deep ) 

That a rroop of their horie ran into the Seca, 

And pull'd out a ſhip alive to the key, 

And after much prarivg and fighting thcy ſay, 

The ropes ſerv+ 1 for traces to dw her away. 

Sure thele were Sca-horlies, or elic by their lving 

They d wake them as tamous for ſwimming as Hving. 

Tic reſt of the day they ſpent ro bemoan 

Their Brether the Round-head that ro Tybyrn Was gone, 

And could not bur think it a barharous thing, 

To hang him for killing a friend to the King. 

Re was newly baptized, and held it was gooll 

To be waſhed, yer not 11 water, but Hlood. 

They ordered for his honour to cur off his ears, 

And make hima Martyr : buta Zclotappears, 

And afhrm'd him a Martyr , ter although 'twas his fate 

To be hang d, yet he dy'd for the good ct tie State. | 
FRu: 
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Then all fell to plotring of matters ſo deep, 

That the ſilent. Speaker fell down faſt aſleep. 

fe recovers himſelf and rubs up his eyes, 

Then motions his houſe that 'twas time to riſe; 

$ home they went all , and their bufneſs rcferr'd 
To the Cloſe-Committee by them to be heard; 
They took 1t upon them, hut what they did do, 
Take notice thar none bur themſelves muſt know? 


P oftcript, 


Thus far we have gone in Rythme to diſclofe, 
VVhar never was uttcr d by any in proſe. 
Ifany be wanting,twas by a miſhap, 

Becauſe we forgor to weight by the map, 

For over the Kingdom their orders were ſpread, 
Tiey have made the whole body as bad as the head, 
And now made ſuch work that they all do, 

[s but to read Letters and an{wcr ti1cIP too. 

VVe thought to make F7nis the end of rhe ory, 
But that we ſhall have more bufineſs for you. 

For ( as their proceedings do) fo thall our Pen , 
Run rLoundly from 3{anday to Munday agen. 

And fince we have begun, our Muſe dothintend, 
To have ( like their vores ) no beginning nor els 


On the demyliſhing the Forts. 


S this the end of all the toil, 
And labour of the Town ? 
And did our BuJwarks rife ſo high, 
Thus low to tumble down ? 


All things go by contraries now, 
We fight to ſtill che Nation, 

Who buiid Forts to pull down popery, 
Pull down for Edification. 


Theſe Independents tenets, and 
Their wayes (o pleaſing be. 

Our City won*r be bound about, 
Bur ſtands for liberty. 


The Popiſh dofrine ſhall no more 
Prevail within our Nation ; 
For now we ſee that by our works, 
There 1s no Juſtification. 


What an Almighty army's this, 
How worthy of Our Prajting, 

That with one vote can blow down thar 
All we lo long were railing 7 


Yet letsnot wonder at this chanoe, 

For thus *twill be withall, © 
Thete works did lift themlſelvs too nigh, 
Anu Friie muſt haye a fall. 


And 
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And when both houſes vore agen, 
The Cavies to be gone, 

\or dare to come within the hne3, 
Ot Communication: 


They muſt reſerve the ſence or elſe, 
Referr*c tothe Divines, 

And they hadneed ut ſeven years more 
Ere they can read thoſe lines. 


They went to make a Gotham ont, 
For now they did begin 

To build theſe mighty banks about, 
Fo keep the Cuckoes in, 


Alas what need they take ſuch pains ? 
For why a Cucko here. 

Might find ſo many of his nates, 
"Hee'l ſing hereall the year. 


Has Tſaac our L. Mayor, L. Mayor, 
With Tradeſmen and his wenches, 
Spent {o much time, and cakes and beer, 
Toedife theſe trenches! 


Alltrades did ſhew their skill in this, 
Each wife an Enginee! : 


The Mairefs rook the cool in hand, 
The maids the ftones did "is 


Theſe Bulwarks ſtood for Popery, 

And yet we never fear'd um, 
And novv they vvyorſhip and fall dovvn, 
Before thoſe caives that reard *um. 
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But though for ſuperſticton, 
The croffes have been down'd, 


Who'ld think theſe works vvould Popiſh turn, 
T hat ever have been round ? 


This ſporles our Palmiſtry ; for vvhen 
VVee'l read the Cities fate, 
VVe find nor lines nor croſſes novy, 


As it hath had of late. 


No vvonder that the Aldermen, 
VVill no more mony lend, 

VVhen they that in this ſeven years, 
Such learned vvorks have pen'd, 


IT 


Novv to debaſe their lofty lines, 
In vvhich the vvits delighted, 
 *Fis thought they” nere turn Poers more, 
Becauſe cheir vvorks are lighted, 


'' 
| 
i - 
{ A 
LY 
4 
[8 
| 
| 
| 
# 


PESTO II _ 


Theſe to a dolefull tune are ſet, 
For they that in the tovvn. 

Did every vvhere cry Up go vve, 
Novv they muſt fing down doyvn. 


Burt if that Tybyrz doremain , 
VVhen tother flignted be, 

TheCirs will chither flock and fins, 
Hay,hay, then up go we, : 
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The Clown. 


- 
A H ſurra, 1st a come to this ? 
Thar all our V Veeze-men do zo niiſs ? 
Eſdid think zo much avore, 
Have we kept vighting here zo long. 
To zell our Kingdome vor a Zong, 
O that ever chwor a bore ! 


2, 
Echave a be a Cavaliero, 
Like moſt Weeze-men that eſcood heaor, 
And ſhoor {did with *um well, 
But within ſdid zee hovv the did go 
To cheat the King and country too, 
Esbid um all yorvvell. 


Thoo vyhun the club men yvor fo thick, ' 
E ſput my zive upon a flick, 
And about efwenrt among *um, 
And by my troth eſdid ſuppoſe 
Thar they were honeſter then thoſe 
That novv do zvvear they'l hang 'um 


VVas'e not enovy to make men vite, 

V'Vhen villains come by de and night, 
To plunder and undoe*um, 

And Garrizons did ver all in. 
And ſteep the country to the skin, 
And vve zet nothing co *um ? 


EK. 
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But vve had zoon a ſcurvy pluck, 
The better Men the worfer Inck. 

We had knaves ant fools among us 3 
Zome turn'd, zome cowards run away, 
And left a vew behind to try, 

And bloody rogues to bang us. 


6, 
Put now *tis a come toa ſcurvy matter, 


w— Poa 


That have no grace, nor putty, 
But here they peel, and pole, and ſqueeze; 
And when cha” paid rhem all rheir fees, 
They turn me to the nutttee, 
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Like furies they zit by three and three, 
And all their plots to beggar we, 
Like P:/ate and the Fewes; 
And zome do zee that both do knorv, 
Of thick above, and theſe below, 
"Tisnot a turd to choſe. 


S. 
But tho Echood redeem my grown, 
Es went to Londoy to compown, 

And ride through weene and weather, 
Eftaid there erght and twoney weeks, 
And chwor at laſt zo raich tozeen, 

ASwhen Es vur'tt come tnitner, 
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There whun's zeed voke co Church repair, | 
Eiprd avout vor Comman-Px ayer, h 
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But nozuch thing [could zee. 


Was vroma tub ora wicker chair, 


They cal'd ir ftumpere. 


IO 
Fs hurd *um pray, and ev ery word, 
Asthe wor fick, they cri'd O Lord. 
And thoo ſton ſtil] agen, 
And vor my life eſcould not know, 
hun they begun ar had ado, 
But when they zed amen. 


L Is 
They have a new word, * tis not preach, 
do think zome o'me did call it teach, 
A tricx of their devizing, 
and there zo good a nap (did vet3 
Ti "rwas ado0, that's paſt ſun-zet, 
As if twor but zun ring. 


I'3, 
At Ngat 70 ZooON's chwar into bed, 
Sid ail my prayers without book read, 
My creed and Pater z9/fcr, 
Hechink zerall their prayers to thics, 
ind they do go no more aleck, 
het an apple*Is like an oy lter. 


£3. 
had nead co watch 70 ell as pray, 
\hun ch: ave tO do with auch as they 
Or elſc i's may gO zeek; 
tey need nor bid a monthy vaſt, 
or if Zoo be theſe times do laſt, 
Iwool come to Zray'na weak, 


The zed the Common *{t thac wasthere, 


Ij, Es 
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I4. 

Es waited there a buges time, 

And brib'd thick men to know my crime, 

Thar eſmied make my peaſe, 

At laſt eſvown my purſe was vat , 

And if chwould be reform'd of that, 
hey wood give me a releaſe. 


| I5. 
 Efgid *um bond vor om pown 
Bezides what chad a paid *\um down, 
And thoo they made me ſweare, 
Whun chad a reckon'd what my coſt are, 
Es ſwear'd chood and zit down aloſter , 
Vor by my troth chawr weary. 
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IO. 
Thoo when ſcome home esbote ſome beafs 
And chowr in hope we ſhould ha' peace, 
Caſe here s no Cavaliers, 
But now they zed's a new quandary, 
Tween Pendents and Presbytary, 
Cham agalt they*l go by the cars, 


17. 
Esbore in hon *twould never laſt, _ 
The mitrees did get wealth zo vaſt, 
And Gentlemen undoo, 
Uſd wonderkins tcold make one matt, 
That three or four livings had, 
Now can'c tell whare to go- 


19. 


Cha zeed the time when cicood gee, 
My dater more then 7ix of thee: 
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But now by briles and ſtortions, 

7. ome at our wedden ha beſtow*d 

In zloves more then avore this vvood 
A made three daters portions. 


19. 
One om ow'd me three hundred pown, 
Es zend vor zZome,he paid it down ; 
But vvithin three dayes arer, 
Ech had a ticket to reſtore 
The ſame agen, and {ix times more, 
Is nt this a couzning matter! 


20s 
Whun chood not do't ſmot to black-rod, 
A place vvas nerea made by God, 
. And there chovvr vain to lye, 
Til] chad a gidd'n up his bon, 
And paid a hundred more in hon, 
And thoo ſmed come avvy, 


21. 
Nay novv they havea good hon made, 
\V hat if the Scots ſhould play the jaile, 
And keep avvy our King? 
War they not mad in all theſe dangers, 
Togo and truſt the Kung with ſtrangers? 
Wasever fuch a thing ? | 
22. 
VVe ha” nor fcrip nor ſcrole to ſhow, 
Whether ic be our King or no, 
And it they ſhould aeny an, 
They*l make us vighe vor *n once more, 
As well's agenit'n heretovare, 
How can vyye cife come by'n, 


Wis 
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22. 
They had been better paid *um down 
Fheir vorty hundred thouſand pown, 
And zo zet *um gwine, 

Vor cham agaſt avore thee go, 

The'll hav? our grown and mony too, 
Cham fore afeard of mine. 


£ 24 

Another trick they do devize, 

The vive anFtwonty part and ſize, 
Ana there at every meeting , 

We pay vor wives and childrens pole 

More then they'l ever yeild us whole, 

"Tis abomination cheating, 


"a6; 
We can nor eat, nor drink, nor lye, 
We our own wives by and by; 

VVe pay to knaves that conzen ; 
My dame and I ten children made, 
Bur now we do pee of the trade, 


 Vor fear ſhould be a douzen. 


260, 
Then lets to clubs agen and vight, B 
Or lets take it all our right; — 
| __ Vor thus they mean to fare, ' 
All chick be right,they*l ftrip and uſe, 
And deal with them as bad as Jews, Y, 
All cuſten voke beware, | 


a 


On a Butchers Dog that bit a Com-= 
manders Mare that ftiood to be 
Knight of a Shire 


AT you that for Parliament members do ſtand 

For County, Brrrough or Citrie , 

Lilten now to my ſong, which is doleful for and 
A lameneabie ditty. 


oY 
For you muſt take notice that there was a Dog, 
Nay a Maſtiff dog. ('you fee } 


And if this great dog were ty*d to a great clog, 


It had been full happy far we. 


Ze 
And eke there was a great Colonel ftout, 
That bad been in many a ſlaughter, 


But this Maſtitf to eat hins was going about, 


As you thall hear hereafter. 


; fs : : 
You bloody Maligrants why will you fill plot e 
"Twill bring you co hanging you know z 


I for if this dog haddone whar he did nor, 


How had he beca usd I trow! 
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Jo 
But happy was it for ſweer Jeſtminf-r 
When they went to make their choices 
That this plot was found out, for why ſhould this 
in Eledions have a voice ? (cur 


{ 6. 
For ſurely this Maſtiff,though he was'big, 
And had beea lucky ar hg hting, 
Yet he was noc qualif®d worth a fig 


And cherefore he fell a biting. 


| 7 + 
But whom do you think ? A thing of great note, 
Anda worthy Commanders Mare, 
O what a ſtrange battel had there been fought, 
Had they goneto fight dog, fight bear. 


S. 
This dog was a Leveller in his heart, 
Or ſome Tub-preaching Cur, 
For honour or greatnefle he car'd not a fart, 
And lov'd neither Lord nor Sir, 


9, 
For when the Commander was mounted on high, 
And got above mariy a brother, 
It angred this dog ar the guts verily, 
Toſee one man above another. 


IO. 
And therefore herun at him with open mouch, 
Bur it ſeems the dog was but dull, 
He had as good took a bear by the tooth, 
As miſtook a horſe for a bul}. 


11, Eut 
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II. 
But this plot was diſcover'd in very good time, 
And ftrangely.as you may perceive, 
For the people faw him commitcing this crime; 
And made him his biting leave. 


12. 
And ſothey were parted without any harm, 
That now any body feeth, 
For it ſeems this dog thac mad: all this ala: me, 
Did but only ſhew his teerh, 


I, 
So this Cavaleer cur Ri, OI full ſore, 
And had many a knock on the pate, 
But they ſerv*d him aright if chey had bear him 
For medling wich matters of Scate. 


I 4. 
Now heaven look down on our noble ProteRor, 
His Commanders and Members eke, 
And keep him from the teeth of every Ele&or, 
Thar js not able co ſpeak. 


I5- 
And hang all ſuch dogs as their honours do hate, 
Let chem clear theniſelves if they can, 
For if they be ſuffered robe in the State, 
They'l conſpire againſt horſe aud man. 
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The New K night Errant. 


F Gyants and Knights &, their wonderfu] fights 

() \'© bave tories enough in Komances , 

Eu re cel you onenew, that 1s ifrange & yet true, 
1 tough cocher are nothing but fancies. 


2. 
A Knight lately made ofthe Governing trade, 
Whoſc name he'l not have to be known; 
Has been trucking with fame, to purchaſe a name, 
For 'tis laid he hail none of his own. 


Zo 
He by Fortunes deſign, ſhoujd have been a Divine, 
"And a pillar uG< doubr of the C burch ; 
| Whom a Sexro# (God wor) in the belf*ry begor, 
And h.s Mother did pig in the porch, 


And next for his breeding,*cwas learned hogfeeding, 
Wich which heſo long did converte, 

T hat his manners & featre,was lo like their xature 
Youl'd ſcarce know his ſweetneſs from theirs, 


$, But 
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Bat obſerve the device of this Noblemans rile, 
How he hurryed from trade, to trade, 

From the grains he*d aſpire to the yej?,&then higher, 
Till ac lengch he a Drayman was made. 


6. 
Then his dray-horſe and hz,in the ſtreets we did ſee, 
Wirth bis banger,bis ſling and his jackets 
Long time he did watch,to meet wich his match, 
For he'd ever a mind to rhe placket. 


At length he did OEM a Tryl] to his mind, 
And Urſula was her name 3; 

Oh U ſly quoth he,and oh Tom then quoth ſhe, 
And fo they began their game. 


8. 
But as ſoon as they mer, O ſuch babes they did get; 
And biluod-royalin *um did place, { Dam, 


From a ſwixeheard they came, a ſhe-bear was their 
They were ſuckled as Romulus Was. 


At laſt when the a their head did fall out, 
And the wars chereuon did fa)l in, 

He went to the field, with a ſword, bur no ({h1:1d, 
Strong drink was hi> buckler within. 

IC. 

Bur when he did(py, how they drop down & die, 
And did h-ar the bullets to ling 3 

His a: me; he flung down, and run fairly ro rown, 
And exchang'd his ſword for his ſling, 

K 3 Iy 
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11. 
Yer he claimed his ſhare, in ſuch honours as were 
Belonging to nobler ſpirits; 
Thac vencur'd their /ives, while this B fox ſurvies 
To receive the reward of their merits. 


x2. | 
When the wars were all done,he hi fighting begun, 
And would needs ſhew his valour in peace, 
Then his fury he flings,at poor conquer'd things, 
And frets like a hog in his greaſe. 


13. 
For his firſt feat of all. on a IFj;t he did fall, 
A wit as ſome ſay, and ſome nar, 
Becauſe he'd an art, to rims on the quart, / 
Pur never did care for the pot, 


T4. 
And next on the Fes: he fell like an Ox, 
Took chem an1 their M:Fers rogether 3 
But the combs and the ſpars, kepr himſelf 8 his S7rs, 
 Whoarc to have both or neither. 
h IS» | 
|  Thecavuſe of his ſpire, was becauſe they would fr ght, 
| And becauſe he ducſt not he did taxc-on 
And faia they were fic,for the pot, not the ſpit, 
And would ſerve co be eaten witu bacon, 
Boo: 
But fleſh'd with rheſe ipoyles.the nexr of his tog/cs, 
Was co fall with wii:l brafts by che cars, 
To che Þ- arward he goecb, &chen opened b1 mouth 
And ſaid, eb! are you there with your bears. 
: 3% Qur 
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17, 
Onr ſtories are dull, ci and a bull, 
Bur ſuch was his valour and care ; 
Since he bears the bell, the tales that we tell, 
Mult be of a cock and a bare. 


$3, > 
The crime of the bares was, they were Cavel:ers, 
And had formerly fought to; the King; 
And pulPd by the Burrs, the roundhcaded Cyrs, 
Thar they made their ears to 1ing. 


I9, 
Our ſucceſlour of Kings, like blind fortune flings, 
LIpon Lim boch hunour and ſtore ; 
Who has a> much right, to make Tom a Knight, 
As Tom has dcſeri, and no more. 


20. 
But Fortuxe that whore, ſtill attended this Brewer, 
And did all his atch;evements reward ; 
And bl.ndly did flizg.,on this lubberly thing, 


More ho#our, and made him a Lord. 


| 21 
Now he walks with his ſpurs, and a couple of curs 
Ac lit} heel», which he calls Squires 3 
SO when ho9tr 1s throws, on the head of a cow; 
'Fisby Paraſites held up, and Lyars. 
22. 
The reſt of his prazks,will merit new thanks, 
With his d. ath, if we did bur know it; 
Zur we't leave him andit,to acime and place fit, 
And Greg. hall be funeral Poet, 
K 4. Y. It 


The New Mountebanck, 


I any body politick, 

Of plenty or eaſe be very ſick, 
There's a Phyſitian come to Town, 
Of far fercht fame and high renown : 
Though call'd a Mountebazb, *tis meant 
Both words being French, a Parliament; 
From Geneva and Amſterdam, 
From Germany and Scotland came 3 
Now lies in Lo#494, but the place 
If men fay true, is in his face. 
His ſcaffold ſtands on Tower b1l!, 
When he on Strafford try'd his skill : 
Off, went bis head, yow'l think him {lain, 
Bur ſtraight *rwas vored on agaii. 
Diurnals are his weekly bills, 
Which ſpeak bow many he cures or kills : 
Bur of tiie Errara he?} adviſe, 
For cure read kili,tor rruth read hes. 
If any Trayror be diſeaſ-d 
With aforeneck. and wont!d be eaſed; 
There1s a pill, they cail!a Vote, 
Take it ex tempor e ir ſhall do'r. 
If any conicience be roo ſtrict, 
Here's ſeveral pijlz, from [eres picket, 


Which ſwallowed down wititr itch ir full, 


As far as *tis from this to full. 
Is any by religion bound, 
Or Law, aud would be looſer found ; 


Here's 
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Here's a Gliſter which we call 
His priviledge o're-topping all. 

I a7 Mont'y left,or plate, 

Or goud:? bring”r in at any rate : 

Hci mele three ſhillings into one, 
Andi» a minute leave you none. 
Here's power to inſpire the lungs, 
Here's wacer that unties your tongues3 
Spight of the law, *cwill ſet you free, 
To ſpeak treaſon only liſpingly. 
Here s Leeches,which if well apply'd, 
And ted, will ſtick cloſe to your lide, 
Tijl your ſuperfluous blood decay, 
Then they*l break and drop away. 

Zur here's a ſoveraign Antidote, 

Be ſure our Soveraign never know'e 5 
Apply it as the Dottour pleaſes, 

*1 will cureall wounds and all diſeaſes. 
A drug none but himſelf e*re ſaw, 

Tis cail'd a Fandamental Lay : 


Here's Glaſſes co delude your ſight, 


Dark Lanthornes here, here baſtard light. 


This if you conquer trebbles the men, 
It looſe a hundred, ſeems but ten. 
Here's Opium to lull afleep, 

And hcre lie dangerous plots inſteep. 
Here ſtands the ſafery ol the Citty, 
There hangs the jnviiible Committee. 
Plundring's, the nzw Philoſophers ſtone, 
Turnes war to Gold, and Gold to none. 
And here's an Qrdinance that ſhall, 
At one fu}l ſhot enrich you all. 

He*s skilled in the Mathmatichks, 
And with his circle can do fine tricks. 
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By railing ſpirits that can ſmell 
Plots that are hatchc as deep as hell : 
Which ever to themſelves are known, 
The Devil's ever kind to his own. 

All this he grarz doch, and aith, 
He'l only take che pub'ick faith, 
Flock to him then make nodetay, 
The next fair wind he muit away. 


Dd. a 


VI. 


The Saints Encouragement, 


Written in 1643- 
F'*' on brave Souldiers for the cauſe, 
Fear not the Caveleers ; | 

T heir chreatnings are as ſenſclefle, as 
Our Fealouſies and fears. 

*Tis you muſt perfed rhis great work, 
And all Ma/:gnants flay, 

You muſt being back the King again 
The clean contrary way. 


Ti: for Religion that you fight, 
And for the Kingdomes good, 
EF y robbing Churches,plundring men, 
And ſhedding griltleſſe blood. 
Down with the Orthodoxal train, 
All Loyal Sub,c&s ſlay 3 
When cheſt are gone we hall be bleſt 
IT he clcan contrary way, 


If 
Vi 


When C*a-les we've bankrupt made, like us 
Of Crown and power bereft him 3; 

And all his loyal ſubje&s ſlain, 
And #94e but Rebels lefr him. 

When we've beggear'd all the Land, 

| And ſeat our Truncks away, 

Wel make him then a glorious Prixce 
The clean contrary way. 


Tis to preſerve his Majeſty, 
Thar we again him fight, 
Nor are we ever beaten back, 
Becauſe our cauſe is right, 
If any make a ſcruple on'r, 
Our Declarations ſay 
Who fight for us, fight for the King, 
The clean contrary way. 


At Keyaton, Branford, Plymmouth, York , 
Ana diverſe places more ; 
What vi&ories we Sazxts obtaind, 


and” 
_ 
& 


Fhe likene'reſeen before. =_ 


How often we Prince Robert kill'd, 
And bravely won the day, 

The wicked Cavalecrs did run 
The clean contrary way. 


The true Religion we maintains 

The King45mes peace,and plenty ; 
The priviledg of Parliament 

Not known to oze of twenty : 
The antient Fundamental Laws, 

And teach men to obey ; 
Their Lawful Soveraign, and all theſe. 
The clean contrary way. 
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We (ubies Libe: cies preſerve, 
By, priſoum: art and plunder, 
And do inrich our ſelves and ſtate 
By keeping the wicked under, = 
We muſt preferve Mecannicks now, 
To Le@urize and pray ; 
By chem che Goſpel is advanc'd, 
The clean concrary way, 


And though rhe King be much miſled iy 
By rhac malignant crew; | 

He'l find us honeſt, and ar laſt, 
Give all of 1 our due, 

| For wedo wiſely ploc.and plot 

| Rebellion to deitroy, 

| He ſees we ſtand for peace and truth, H 
T he clean contrary way. 


The publick faith ſhall ſave our ſouls, 
And good out- works together, 
And hips ſhall ſave our lives chat ſtay, A 
Only for wind weather. H 
But when our faith and works fall down, 
And ail our hopes decay, 
Our A&s will bear us up to heaven, 
The clean contrary way. 


—_ = : 
4 Written in 1648, 

Ome let us be merry 

Drink Claret and Sherry, 
And cait away care and ſorrow ; 
He's a fool that takes care for to morrow. 
Why ſhould we be droopers, 
To ſave it for Troopers, Lec's 
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[ ei*s ſ;end our own, 
Aud when all :s gone, 
That they can bave none, 
Then th: Roundbeads and Caves agree. 


2. 
Then fall to your drinking, 
And leave of chis (ſhrinking, 


Let Square-beads and Ronund-heads quarrel 


We have no other foe bur the barre), 
Thele cares and diſaſters, 
Sitai'ine'te be our Maſters, 
Engliſh and Scot, | 
Po.h both love a pot, 

Though they ſay they do nor, 

Here the koundheads and Caves agree. 


Z 
A man that is armed 
With liquor is charmed, 


And proofe againſt ſtrength and cunning, 
He feorns the baſe humour of running» 


Our b1ains are the quicker, 
Waen fcaſon'd with liquor, 
Ler's drink and {ing 
Here's a health tv our King, 
And I with in thisching 

Baib the Reundheads and Caves agree. 


A pox of this fgheing/. 
I cake nodelighting 
In killing of men and plunder, 
a Gun att1ights me like a thunder. 
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If we can Live quiet, 
With good drink and diet, 
We wonr come nigh, 
Where the bullets do fly, 
In fearing to die, 
Both the Ronndheads and Caves agree. 


"1 
Twixt Square-bead and Round-head 
The Land 1s confounded, 
They care not for fight or battle, 
But to plunder our goods and cattle. 
When e're they come to us, 
They come to undo us, 
Their chiefelt hate 
Is at our Eſtate, 
And in ſharing of that, 
Both the Roundheads and Caves agrece 


6. 
In ſwearing, and lying, 
In cowardly flying, 
In whoring,in cheating, 1n Fealing, 
They agree ; and all damnable dealing. 
He's a fool and a widgeon, 
That thinks they've Religion, 
For Law and right, 
Are o're rul'd by might, 
Buc when they ſhould fight, 
Then tbe Roundheads and Caves agree. 


Then while we have treaſure, 
Let's ſpare tor no pleaſure, 


He's a fool that has wealth and wont ſpend it. 


Bur keeps ic for Troopers to end it. 


ly 
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When we've nothing to leave um, 
T ben we ſhall deceive *um, 
Jf all would be 
Of fi ch humuurs as we 
We lould ſuddainly ſee 
Both the Koundhead s and Caves agree. 
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The Scots C aranto. 


Written in 1645 « 
Sax me, come away to the Engliſh wars, 
4 A hg for our Hills and Valleys, 
J'1 was we did begin, and will lengthen their jarrs, 
We'l gain by their loſs and folleys ; 
Lec the Nations 
_ By invations, 
Break chrough our barrs, 
They caa ger liitle good by rheir ſalleys- 


Js 
© 


Jlhongh Tri and Exgl:h entred be, 

4 The State is become our Debtor, 

gcc rhem have our Land, iftheir own may be free 
And the Scot will at length be a getter. 

: If they crave it 

f Ler them have ir, 

1 What care we? 

Ve would fain change our Land for a better. 


Long 
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- i 
Long have we longed for the Exgl;h Land, 
Bur we're hindred ſtill by diſafters ; 
Bur now is their time, when they can't withſtand, 
Bur are their own Countreys waſters. : 
It we venter, 
We may enter 
| By command, f 
| Andatlaſt we ſhall grow to be Maſters. 


4. 
When at the firſt we began to rebell, 
Though they did nor before regard us, 
How the name of a Scot did the Engliſh quell, 1] 
Which formerly have out -dar*d us. 
For our coming 
And returning, 
They pay'd us well, 
And royally did reward us. \ 


The better to bring our ends about, 
We muſt plead for a Reformation 3 
And tickle the minds of the ddyebraicnd rout, |} 
With the hopes of an innovation. 
They will love us: |- 
And approve us, 
Without doubr, 
If we bring in an alteration, 


6. 
Down with the Biſhops and their train, | « 
The Surplice and Common prayers, L 
Then will we not havea King remain, L 


But we'l be the Kealmes ſurveyers. 


So by little 
Anda lictle 
We ſhall gain 
All the Kingdom without gain-ſayers. 


And when at the laſt bh have conquer'd the Kings 
And beaten away the Caveleers, 
The Parliament next muſt the ſame ditty ſing, 
And thus we will ſet the State by the ears. 
By their jarring 
And their warring 
We will bring, 
Their eſtates to be ours, which they think to be 
( theirs. 
| 8. 
And thus when among us the Kingdom is ſhar'd, 
And the people areall made beggars like we 3 
A Scot will be as good as an Engliſh Leard, | 
O ! what a unity this will be, 
As we gail It 
We'lretain ic 
By the ſweard 
And che Engliſh lhall ſay,bozny blew cap for me. 


Gertndns MES et E, A ED 


Written 1n 1648, | 
Hough Oxford be yielded, & Reading be taken, 
Il put in for quarter at thy Maiden: head, 
There while Pm inſconſed, my Standards unſhaken 
Lie thou in my arms, and i in thy bed. 


Let 
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| Let the young zelots march with their wenches, 

Mounting their tools to edifie trenches. 

While thou and I do make ir our pleafure, 

To dig in thy Mine for the pureſt Treaſure, 
IPhere no body elſe ſhall plunder but T. 


And when we together in battail do joyne, 

We ſcorn to wear arms but what are our own, 

Strike thou at my body, and Pl] thruſt at thing, 

By nakednefſſe beft the truth is made known. 

Cannons may roar, and bullets keep flying, 

While we are in Battail, we never fear dying. 

Iſaac and's wenches are buſy a digging, 

Bur all our delight is in japping and jigginzs 
Aud no body elſe ſhall plunder but 1. 


And when at the laſt our bodies are weary, 

| We'l ſtraight to theTaverxs our Rrength to #-cruit, 
| Where,when we've refreſht our hearts withCaxary, 
{ Weſhall be the fitter again to goto'r. 

We'l tipple and drink untill we do ftagger, 

For then is the time for Souldiers to ſwagger. 
'Thas night and day we'] thump it and knock it, 
And when we've no mony then look to your pocket 
For no bedy elſe ſhall pluader but T. 
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A New Ballad. 


A Ballad, a Ballad, a new one and tras, 
And ſuch are ſe|dom ſeen; 

He that wont write Ballads, and fing *um too, 
Has neither J/it nor Spleen. 

For a man may be furniſhed with ſo much matter, 

That he need nor lie, or rail, or flatter, 

"Twill run from his tongue as eafie as water, 
And as ſwiftly though not ſo clean. 


2. 

To ſee how the times are twirled abour, 

Would make a dog laugh, *tis true ; C gout, 
Bur to ſee thoſe turn with 'um,that had the Rum 

Would naake a cat to ſpew. 
Thoſe Knaves that have lived upon ſequeſtration, 
And ſucked rhe bleod of the beſt of the Nation, 
Are all for the King by a new tranſlation, 

He that wont believer, is a Jew, 


3 
The poor Caveliers, thought all was their own, 
And now wastheir time to ſway, 
But friends they have few,and mony they've none; 


And (o they miſtook their way. 
L 2 When 
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. (rout *um 
When they ſeek for preferrments the Rebells do 
And having no mony,they nwſt go withour *um, 
The Courtiers do carry ſuch ftomacks about 'um, 
They ſpake no Engliſh bunt pay. 


4 
And thoſe verry rebells that hated the King, 
And no ſuch office allow 
By the help of their boldneſs,and one other thing, 
Are brought to the King to bow, 
And there both pardons,and honours they have, 
With which they think, they*re ſecure and brave, 
Bur the title of Knzght, on the back of a Kxave, 
's like a ſaddle upon a ſow. 


Thoſe men are but fools as matters 'now ftand, 
That would not be Rebels and Traytors, 
To grow rich and rant o're the beſt of the land, 

And tread on the poor Cingre © aters. 
To do what they liſt, and none dare complain, 
Toriſ: from a carr and drive Char les his waine, 
And for this be made Lords and Knights in grain, 
O 'tis fweet to ambitious natures. 
6. 
If the times turne abour *cisbut to comply, 
And make a formal ſubmiſſion, 
And with every new power to live and die, 
Then they arein a ſafe condition. 
Fer none are condemned but thoſe that are dead, 
Nor mult be ſecur'd, bur thoſe that are ſled, 
And none but the poor rogues fequeſtred, 
_ Zhe great ones puyes remithon. 


S$.The 
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D W- | 
The Fortzeth part of their riches, will 
Secure Cother thirty-aine; 
And ſo they will keep above us ſtill, 
But hang't, we'l ne”re repine. 
The Devil does into their natures creep, 
That they can no more from their villany keep, 
Then a I/olfe biote looſe,can from killing of ſheep, 
Or a Poet refrain from wine. 


| 19. 
Now Heavez preſerve our Merciful King, 
And concinue his grace and pitty, 
And may his proſperity be like a ſpring, 
And ſtream trom him to the City ! 
May 7ames and Henry thoſe Dukes of renown, 
Be the two {1yporters of Erglands Crown ! 
And may all honeſt men injoy what's taeir own | | 
Ando I conclude my ditry. | | 
| , 
| 
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The Holy Pedler. | 


rom a Forraign ſhore 
'| am not come to ſtore, 
Your Shops wich rare devices : 
No drugs do | bring 
From the 114iaz King, 
No Peacocks, Apes, nor Spices. | 
L 3 Such 


© Wo wv» 
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Such wares I do ſhow | 
Asin England do grow, 

And are for the good of the Nation, 
Let no body fear 


To deal in my ware, 
For Sacriledge now's in faſhion, 


$. 

T the Pedler am, 
T bat came'from Amferdam 

With a pack of new Rel:gions, 
I did every one fit, 
According to's wit, 

From the T»b to Mahomets pigeons. 
Grear rrading I found, 
For my ſpiritual ground, 

Wherein every man was a medler 
I made people decline, 
The learned D;vne, 

And then they bought Heaver of the Pedler. 


12, 
Firſt FurplicesT took, 
Next the Common-prayer book, 
And-made all thoſe Papiſts that us'd *um; 
Then the Brſhops and Deans, 
I ft: ip'd of their means, 
And gave itrto thoſe that abus'd *umi, 
The Clergy men next, 
I withdrew from their Text, 
And ſetup the gifred brother 3 
Thus Relfgioa1 made, 
Bur a matter of trade, 
And I ear'd nor for one or t'other, 


4. T 


hen. 
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Then Tythes I fel] upon, 
And thoſe I quickly won, 

"Twas profane in the Clergy totake 'um, 
But they ſerv'd for the Lay, 
Till 1 ſold them away, 

And ſo did Religious make 'um 
But now come away, 
To the Pedler, I pray, 

[ ſcorn to rob or cozen ;  . 58 
If Churches you lack, A 
Come away to my pack, 
Here's thirteen to the dozen, 


* 
Church M3/:tants they be, 
For now we do ſee, | | Il 

T hey have fought ſo long with each other; I" 


The Rump's-Churches threw down,f wh 

_ Thoſe thar ſtood for the Crown, ll 
And ſold them to one another. It 
Then come you faCious crue, Whit 


Here's a bargain now for you, | 
With the ſpoiles of the Church you may revell; | !! 
Now pull down the bells, lij 
And then hang up your ſelves, ill 
And to g:ve his due to the Devil, 


L 4 


A Serious ÞBallade. 


Writte nin 1545, 
| Love my King and Country well, 
Religion and the Lawes, 
Which I'm mad at the heart that e're we did ſe!]l, 
To buy the good 04 Cauſe. 
Theſe unnatural warrs 
And brotherly jars, 
Are no delight or joy to me; 
But it is my dehre, 
That the wars ſhould expire, 
And the King and his Realms agree. 


2 
I never yet did take up armes, 
Andyerld retodye. 
Bur 1'il not be ſeduc'd by fanatical charmes, 
Till I know a Reaſon why. 
Why the Kixg and the State, 
Should fall ro debate, 
Ine're could yet a reaſon fee, 
But I find many one, 
Why the wars {hould be done, 
And the King and 4s Realmes agree. 


Ay 


-N 
I love the King and the Parijtament, 
Bur I love them borh together ; 
And when they by divition afunc'er are renr, 
I know 'uis good for neither. VW hich 


POEM S, 
Which fo e're of thoſe, 


Be victorious, 

'm fure for us no good "twill be, 
For our plagues will encreaſe, 
Unleſle we have peace, 

And the King and h:s Realms agree. 


The King without - em can't long ſtand, 
Nor they without the King , 
'Tis they muſt adviſe,and 'tis he muſt command 
. For their power, from his mult ſpring. 
"1s a comfortletle ſway, 
Where none will obey. 
| If che King han'r's right, which way (ball we? 
They may Vote and make Lawes, 
Burt.no good they will cauſe, 
Till the King and his Realms agree. 


& * 
A pure Religion I would have, 
Not mixt with humane wit ; 
And I cannot endure that each ignorant knaveg 
Should dareto meddle with it. 
The tricks of the law, 
I would faien withdraw, 
That it may be alike to each degree. 
And I faign would have ſuch, 
As do medle ſo much, 


I, ith the King and the Church agree- 


6. ( ceaſe, 

\We have pray'd and pay 'dthat the wars might 
And we be freemen made, ( peace, 

I would fighe, if my fighting would bring any 
Bit war is become a trade. Our 
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Our ſervanrs did ride 
With ſwords by their fide, 
And made their Maſters foormen be ; 
But we will be no more {laves, 
To the beggars and knaves, 
Now the King and the Realmes do agree, 


——_ 
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An Ode. 


IWritien in 1643. *' A 
Har s this that hrouds 
In theſe opacous clonds, 

The glorious face of heav*n,and dims our light? || I! 
VVhat muſt we ever lye, V 
Mancled in dark ſtupidity 2? - 1 

Still groveling in a daily night ? 

And ſhali we have no more the ſun allow'd ? 

VVhy does the ſur grow dim?or do the ftars grow 


( proud? 
| 2, B 
VVhy ſhould falſe zeal 
Thus (corch our common-weale, | 
And make us flight bright Phebys purer fires ? Ir 
VVhy do theſe plannets run ? $ 
They would, but cannor be the Su, A 


Yet every ſaucy flame aſpires. 

Though they*ve no reaſon to affef the ſame, 

Since they have nought of fire,bur the meer rage 
( and name. 


3. Now 
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Now ſince our Sy : 
Has left this Horizon, 
Can all the ſtars though by united pow'r, 

Undark the night, 
Or equal him in light? 


. | And yer they blaze co make him lowre. 


That ſtar that looks more red then others are, 
Ia prodigious Comet and a blazing far. 


4. 
The World's undone, 
When ftars oppoſe the ſun, 
And make him change his conſtant courſe to reſt ; 
| His foaming Steeds, 
Flying thoſe daring deeds , 
Ith' ſtables of the North or Wef#. 
Whence we may fear he*| never more rerurn, 
To l;ght & warme us,with his rayes,but all to bar. 


| 5. 
Heav*n made them al], 
Yet not Azarchical, 

But in degrees and orders they are ſet; 

Should chey all be 
In agrand Committee, | 

In heavens painted chamber yet, 

Sol would out ſhine them:give me Phebys ray, 

And let thoſe Lantherns keep their borrowed light 

( away» 
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$— 


6. 


Let's not admire 
This new phantastich, hre '; 
That our vain eyes deceives and us mifleads, 
Thoſe Bares we (ee 
Thar would our Lyons be, 
Want tazles, and will want heads. 
The world will ſoon into deſtrufion run, "ſur, 
When bold blind Phaetons guide the chariot of the 


Palinode. 


O more, no more of this, 7 vow, If 
'Tis time to leave this fooling now, G 

Which few but foots call J/Y3r; bf 
There wasa time when I begun, 

And now tis time 7 ſhould have have done, 

And medle no more with it. p 
He Phyficks uſe doth quite miſtake, 7. 
That Phylick takes for Phyſicks ſake. : 

: Tc 

My heat of youth, and love and pride, 
Did ſwell me with their ſtrong ſpring-tyde, \W 
inſpir'd my brain and biood, Y 


And made me then converſe with toyes, 
Which are call'd Myſes by the boyes, 
And dabble in their flood. 
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| was perſwaded in thoſe dayes, 
There was no crown like love and bayes. 


- 4M 
But now my youth and pride are gone, 
And age and cares come creeping on, 
And buſinefle checks my-love 
 EWhat need | cake a needlefle toyle, 
ll | Rs ” 
1.4710 ſpend my labour, time and oyle, 
Since no del1gn can move. 
For now the Cauſe 1s ta'ne away, 
Woat reaſon iſt th* effe& ſhould ſtay 5 


4. 

Tis but a folly now for me, 

To ſpend my time and induſtry, 
Abour ſuch uſelefle wit ; 

For when think I have done well, 

I ſee men laugh, bur cannot tell, 
Where'c be at me, or it. x 

Great madneſs *tis to be a drudge, 

When choſe that cannot write dare judge. 


Befides the danger t hat enſue*ch, | 

To him that ſpeaks, or writes the truth, l 
The premiimas fo frmall , 

To be called Poer and wear bayes, 

And Fa&or turne of Songs and Playes, 
This is no wit at all, | 

Wic only good to ſport and ing, 

$a neecdleſic and an endlefle thing, 
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So 
Give me the Wit that can't ſpeak ſenſe, 
Nor read it, but in's own defenſe, 

Ne're learn'd but of his Graynum, 
He that can buy, and ſell, and cheat, 
May quickly make a ſhift to get. 

His thouſand pound per annum. 

And puchaſe without much ado, 
The Poems and the Poet too, 


[A 
To CT. Efqz. 


[ons with love and kindled by that flame, 
Which from your eze and converſation came, 
I proceed Verfifier,and can't chuſe, 
Since you are both my Patroz and my Muſe. 
Whoſe fair example makes us know and do, 
You make us poets, and you feed us too. 
And though where are you are 1s Helicon, 
Since all the Muſes prondly wait upon 
Your parts and perſon roo ; while we fit here 
- | And like Baals Priefts our fleſh do cut and tear. 
Yer, for our lives, can't make our baggage Muſe 
Lend us a lifr,or one rich thought 1nfule, 
Or be as much. as mid'vife to a quibble, 
But leave us to our ſelves with pangs toſcribble 


What 


5 
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What,were we wiſe,we might well bluſh to view, 
While we re invoking them,they're courting you, 
Yet I conceive(and wont my #5t;ox {mother ) 
You and your houſe contribute to each other. 
Such h/!s, ſuch dates, ſuch plains, fuch. rocks, ſuch 
And ſuch a confluence of all ſuch things (ſprings. 
As raiſe and gatifie the Myſes, ſo 
That in one NightI was created PO- 

Thar 's halfa Poet, I cant reach ro ET, 

Becauſe I'm nota perfect Poet, yet 

And I deſpair perfe&ion to attain, 

Unleſfle 'm ſenc to ſchool to you again. 

Alas! Sir London 1s 110 place for verſe, 
Ingenious harmlefſe thoughts, polite and terſe, 
Our Age admits not, we are wrap'd in ſmoke; 
And Sin, and buſineſs, which the Mrſes choke. 
Thoſe things in which true poefie takes pleaſure, 
We here do want ; tranquillity and, leaſuare. 

Yet we have I/jts, and ſome that for wits go, 
Some real ones, and ſome that would be ſo, 

But 'ris 7//-zatyred wit,and ſuch as ftill, 

To tlv ſuc5e& or the otjeq workerh 111. 

ATWit to cheat,to rnine, to betray, 

Which rexders yſeleſſe, what we do or (ay. 
This wit will not bear verle,ſome things we bave , 
Whoin their ozt-(ide do ſeem briske and brave. 
And are as gardy as the Chancellours purſe ; 
Bur full as Empty roo. And here's our curſe, 
Few mex diſcerne the difference *rwixt Wit 
That's Ferlizg, and that's not,bur looks /;ke it. 
Inrich us with your preſexce,make us know 
How nich rhe Nation does to Derby owe. 
Bute1f your bufinefſe will not be withſtood, 


Do what you can,iince you care what you wou'd. 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe lovely ſportings of your frolick, Muſe, 
Wherewith you bleſt me, ſend meto peruſe ; 
And out of gratitude,1'll ſend you mine, 
They*l rub your vertues,and ſo make them ſhine. 
Your charity and patience will in them, 
Find work t acquit, what juſtice muſt condemn, 
And if you pleafe ſend one propicious line, 
To dignihe theſe worthleſle royes of mine. 
The Reader charm'd by your's, may be ſo bold 
Toread o're mine, which elſe held not behold. 
And then in Spite of envy, pride, or lying, 
Mult ſay h* has met with ſomething worth the 
( buying. 


The Anſwer. 


Hen in this durty corner of the World, 
Where all che rubbiſh of thereſt is hurl'd 
Both men, and manners ; this abandon'd place, 
Where ſcarce the Sun dares ſhew his radient face, 
] mer thy lines, they made me wondring ſtand, 
Ac thy unknown, and yet the friendly hand. 
Straight through the Air m'imagination flew 
To ev'ry Region | had ſeen, or knew; 
And kindly bleſt ( at her returning home ) 
My gready ear, with the glad name of Brome, 
Then I reproach'r my ſelf for my (uſpence, 
And mourn'd my own want of intelligence, 
That could not know thy celebrated Muſe, 
{ Though mask'c with all the art,that art can uſe) 
M Ac 
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At the firſt irght, which to the dulleſt eyes, 


Ns names conccaPd, nor habit can diſguiſe. 

For who( ingenious friend ) bur only thee, 

(Who art the ſoul of wit, and courteſie ) 

Writes in ſo pure, an unaffe&ed ſtrain, 

As ſhews wits ornament, 1s to be plain 3 

Or would careſſe a man condemn'd to lie 

Buryed from all humane ſociety. 

*'Mongſt brutes and bandogs in a Lerxean fen, 

Whoſe Natives have nor ſouls,nor ſhape of men? 
How could thy Mufe, rhat in her noble flight, 


'The boading Raven cff*t, and in his height 


Of untam d power, and unbounded place, 
Durſt mate the haughty Tyrant to his face, 
Deigne an inglorious ſtoop, and from the sky 
Fall down to prey on ſuch a worme as ] ? 

Her (eeing (ſure) my ſtate, made her relent, 


And try co charme me from my baniſhment ; 


Nor has her charitable purpoſe faild, 

For when I firſt beheld her face unvaild, 

T kiſs't the paper, as an a of grace 

Sent to retrive me from this wretched place, 

And,doubted not to go abroad agen 

To ſee the world, and to.converſe with men : 

But when I talt the dainties of the Flood 

( Raviſh'c from Neptunes table for my food 

7 he Lucrine Lakes plump Oyſters I deſpiſe, 

With all the orher Roman luxuries, 

And, wanton grown, contemn the famous breed 

Of Sheep and Oxen, which thefe mountains tecd. 
Then as a Snake,bemumn'd and fit texpirc, 

If laid before the comfortable fire 

Begins to ſtir, andfeels her vitals bear 


Their bealchtul morion, art the quickning heat : 
YO 
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So my poor muſe, that was half tarv'd before, 
On theſe bleak clifts;nor thought of writing more, 
Warnrd by thy bounty.,now can hifſe and ſpring, 
And(*tts believ*'d by ſome) will thortly ſting : 
So warm ſhe's grown.,and without things like cheſe 
Mizerva muſt, as weil, as Venys freeze. 
Thus from a High-lander,] ſftraighr commence 
Poet,by vertue of thy influence, 
Thar wich one Ray,can clods,and ſtones infpire, 
And make them panr,and breath poetick fire. 
And thus I am thy creature prov'd, who name, 
And faſhion take from thy induJgenc flame, 
What ſhould I ſend thee then, char may befit 
A greatfull heart, for ſuch a benehc; 
Or how proclaime, with a poettck grace, 
What thou haſt made me from the thing I was : 
When all I writ, is artlefs, forc*t,and dull, 
And mine as empty as thy fancy full ? 
All our conceiprs, alas ! are flat, and itale. 
And our inventions muddy, as our Ale. 
No friends, no viliters, no company, 
But ſuch, as I itil] pray, I may nor ſee 
Such craggy,rough-hewn rogues,as do not tit, 
Sharpen and ſer,but bjunt the edge of wit 3 
Any of which ( and fear has a quick eye 
If through a perſpeCtive I chance toſpy 
Though a mile off, I cake th' alarme and run, 
Asif I ſaw the Divel,or a Dunne. 
And inthe N eighbouring rocks take ſanCtuary, 
Praying the Hills to tall,and cover me. 
So that my ſolace lies amongſt my grounds, 
And my bett companie's, my horſe and hounds. 
Judge then { my friend) how far 1 am untic 
To traffick with thee,in the trade of Wir, 


M 2 How 
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How Banck-ruptI am grown of all commerce, 

Who have all number loſt, and air of verſe. 

But if I could in living ſong ſer forth, 

Thy Muſes glory, and thine own true worth, 

I then would ling an Ode, that ſhould not ſhame, 

The writers purpoſe ; nor the SubjeQts name, 

Yer,whart a gratefull heart,and ſuch a one, 

As{ by thy verrues, _) thou baſt made thine own, 

Can poorly pay,accept for whet is due, 

Which if it be not Rhychme, Ile ſwear 'tis true. 
C. Cotton. 
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Ill. 


To his Univerſity Friend. 


Dear Captarn. 
Aat,the great Maſter of three greater things, 


Art, Strength, and boldneſs,gives this letter 

To kiſs(that is ſalure)you and ſay 4.B. ( wings 

To his renowned Captain S. P. D. 

And to requeſt three greater things then thoſe, 

Things thar beger good verſe,and Stubborn proſe. 
The firſt is driyk,which you did promiſe, woul'd 

Inform the brain ; as well as warm the blood, 

Drink that's as powerfull and ſtrong as HJeGor, 

And as inſpiring as the old Poets Ne&ar, 

That dares confront the legiſlative ſack, 

And lends more greek then your grave patriarch. 

But you may ſee heres none, for if that ], 

Had been well wer, theſe had not becn fo dry. 
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The next is mxy ; which you faid ſhould be, 

Paid, andit may be *rwas, bur not to me. 
Why ( Friend )d*you think a man as big abour 
As]I, can live oh promues,wichout | 
Good 4riakh or mony ? how'll good ſack be had ? 
And who'can live without ſack, or with bad ? 
Whar er'e your Accademicks talk or teach, 
Mind what they do,they mind not what they preach 
In publick they may rail at Pope and Turk, 

And at the layeties avarice have a Firck, 
And fay their aim'1sall to fave the ſou, 

But thar Souls moxy, which doec's all controul, 
Which Ido only by the want on't know, « 
Bur when it comes chou'lt ſee *ewill wonders do, 

Therhird is wit, which you afhrmed here, 

Was in your Mines, and dige'dup every where. 
Jeſts, Verſes, Tales, Puns,oSatyrs, Quibbles roo, 
And certain Bri#v!/ words that like wit thow. 
But none on't comes as yet, and all I ſee, 

Is you've the wit to keep it all from me. 

"Tis troubleſome and coy to have much. 

And if you had it, you would never grutch, 
Your needy Friend a little;prithee do 
Send me the /af?, and IVe get Uother two. 


— DCD 4 


THI. 


The 4 nſwer. 


\ F Qur Letter found us at good Clarret, 
Such as ſhould be at, or are at. 
M 3 Tae 
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Thelines were good ; but that I wonder, 
As much as at a bladders thunder, 
That you who arenor us'd to preach, 
That never to that art could reacin; 
Your letter ſhould ſo well divide, 

Into the frr/t,third, ſecond, head. 
Prithee tell me, juſt then came ye, 
Before you writ, from your C. . 

Or hadit thou heard ſome Tydependent, 
Fir it, and thirdly 1t,till no end on'c ? 
Thirdly from you 1s as ill founded, 

As Maſs delivered by a roundhead. 

Or if-your old Recorder ſhould - 

Try to ſpeak Latine that is good. 

Drink the firſt head, you wiſely laid, 
Drink alwayes gets into the head. 

Drink in plain {illy rroth you had, 
As ſtrong as hop,or furnace made, 
Such as our Soph:Fers do take, + 
When they 014 Latize jeſts would break. 
Such as if your Clients drink, | 
flaw ſuites they would never think. 
Such as with Beef, and mutton were 
Enough to make you Knight oth ſhire. 

Bur that 1c comes not you may thank 
Your Thames which ſweld above its bank. 
I think the Loy40n Brewers plot 
To encreale the Thawes,that we ſhould not, 
By our ſublime and noble Beer, 

Shame all their puddle liquor there. 

So great the flood here, that the people 
Were woundrous fraid for your Par!s ſteeple. 
Leaſt we ſhonld hear next Alanach, 

How London Bridge did fall or thake, 


Leaſt 
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Lealt it Weſtminfer hall ſhould drown, 


And then no place ſhould there:be found, 


Where men their gold and ſilver may 
Upon the Lawyers throw away. 

But ſtay, 1t may be all is loſt, 
Broke by the 7ce, or ſtop'd by frogs. 
Perchance the Boatmen let it run, 
Which either of us would have done. 
It may be they drew ont the Veſſel, 
To cheer themſelves at merry Waſſaz!. 
Perchance the Barre/!1n the way 
Did fall upon an holzday. 
Upon a Reve/! or a wedding, 
Orelſe, it may be, ir call-d ac Redding 3 
Where the bold rout did rant of jate, 
As if they drunk ſuch beer as that. 

Bur if ar laſt it there arrive, 
Drink it out while 'tis alive, 
Let not old Goſſips of ic taſit, 


When they do praiſe their husbands laſt ; 


When they tell ſtories, and do cry 
For their poor babe that laſt did dye. 
Nor it to Country Cliexts give, 
V'Vhen thou doft tees from them receive. 
But make a fire and ſend about, 
For all thy Friends the merry rout. 
Feech out the bowl and drink ic up, 
And think on him thar fill'd the cup. 
Your nextis money,which I promiſe, 
Full ffty pounds alas the ſumme 1s, 
That too ſhall quickly follow, if 


Ic can be rais'd from Stroxg or Tiff. 


Pray pray that each moneth we may chooſe 


New Members for the commons houte. 
M 4 
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Pray that our A& may laſt ali year, 
That we may ſooner ſpend our Beer. * 
Pray that the Schollars may drink faſter, 
And Jarger cups then they did lait year. 
Pray heav'n to take away th* Exciſe, 
Pray I ſay with weeping eyes : 
Pray our malt 2row good and cheap, 
And then of mony expeCt an heap. 
For Poems; Tom delires me tell ye, 
He minds not now his feet, bur belly. 
He muſt for Pulpit now prepare, 
Or make bills for Apothecar- 
Y®and leave off theſe barren toyes 
VVhich feed nor,only make a noyle. 
Yer he would faign from you receive, 
VVhart your more happy Myſe did give. 
VVhich made Protefors love to hear, 
Though themſelves wounded by them were. 
Songs, which are play'd on every tongue, 
And make a Chriſtmas when they're ſung. 
Thus ſhifſhing you much mirth and wit, | 
As the Lord Mayor doth ſpeak and ſpit. 
VViſhing and praying till I'm weary, 
That you may diink rhe beſt Canary. 
bat you may have C/:-nrts many, 
And talk in Gail4ba!l wiſe as any, 
That the rich Londoners may fall -out, 
And goto Law till money's all out, 
That every Citizez hate his Neighbour, 
As bs wife doth Pope and Tyber. 
Fhat the grave Alderman love no man, 
More then they did the Prayer-common. * 
That ©arrels long may thence be ſpun 
Abour a I hiftle or a Spoon, 


T hat 
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That th'itch of Jaw may infeC all Londox 
Tili you are rich,and they are undone. 
Thar you way keep your good Dame yet _— 
Or when ſhe dies may find a better. 
That two howers prayer and long Sermon, 
You may not hear above each terme one. 
And then your pew may be ſo ealty, 
That youu may ſleep when ere ir pleaſe ye, 
Thar when from Tavern lace you come, 
You miſſe the watch returning how, | 
Or if you meet thtunmanner'd rabble, 
You may not oxt wit the Conſtable, 


———___ 
To ——— 


V. 


To T.S. 


Hy Letter Friezd, had the hard fate, 
To tind me with a buke pate, 
VVhich ftill continues and will do, 
Till you meer me,or I meet you. 
Then prichee come thy wayes to me, 
Or elſe I vow 1 11 come to thee. 

So well ] love thee that I oat, 
And make this ſhameleſſe Letter ſhow t. 
And it is more then ean do, 

To live in love and bulineſle roo, 

P. B. and G. 7 had the luck 

To fee,and drink a little pluck. 


 VVhich they borh ſaid;chey*'ld do agen 


But broke cheir words like honeſt men, 
And (hew' d chemſclves as errant lyars, 
AS en” were *prentice to the Tryers, 


Bur 
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But will they erre preach truth d:you think 


VVho are fo falſe in point of 4r:ink ? 
Since that ſome perſons got ſome places, 
Decept and lying have been graces. 
I'm alſo told P. P. was here, 

But nerre came at me though (lo neer. 
V Vhich I don't take amiſs, for I 
Suppoſe his love's not wont to lie 

On the Mele Sex, but by his Vote, 
Breeches ſhould vail to petticoat. 

The drink that came from honeſt Tim, 

Had two ill properties, like him. 

Twas long a coming, but alas ! 

In going ſwift as lighting *twas. 

There's none of ct lefr, you may conclude; 
By this, which 1s both flat and rage. 

Nor drink 7 ſack,and ſo this time, 
Inſtead of wit you've only rythme, 

Iit 18 as ſcarce and wanting here 

V'Vith us, as mony with you there. 

Our Pr zxce of Poets, who once writ. 
VVhar all admir'd;for art and wit 
Did lately ſtoop his Muſe,and make her ; 
To write a Ballade of a Dnaker. 

VVhich [ have ſent thee here wich all, 
To fee how wirts do riſe and fall, 
Fuſt as our drink 1s bad or good, 

So verſe 18 writ, lo underſtood, 

But oh the oxy ( Tom) the money ! 
As itrong as Sampſon,ſweetas hony, 
How long ! how long 1tis a coming ! - 
Such reckoning,luch receipts,fuch ſumming, 
Belong to'r, I ſhall choak I think, 
Before *tis melted into drink ! 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe things yow'l have me pray for, I 
Can't find in our Church- liturgze. 
Toyou therefore I make my ſuite, 
That you will ſer the boyes to do't, 
For I am told the DireFory 
And your new prayers made ex tempore, 
Are all for mony very fit, 
Becauſe they're only made for it. 
| like thee that apply'ſt thy parts, 
To preaching and ſuch thriving arts, 
I prethee praQtiſe phylick too, 
For if one wont, yet both will do. 
A handſome perſon with neat band, 
Small Cyf5,white gloves, \moth tongue and hand, 
If both a DoGdour and a Prieſt, 
VVhat Ladies able to refit ? 
You may talk bawady freely then, 
Before coy women and old men. 
And be of no Religion too, 
Yet profeſs all as other do. 
While the poor Poet tugs for wit, 
To make men laugh athim and it. 
And nothing gets by all his pains, 
But cenſures various and vain. 
From ſuch as ſay they Fudges are, 
And yet did never plead at bar. 
Undo their malice that condemn 
Let them write while we laughat them. 
A poem IThave ſent thee heere, 
That dyes if thou ſhouldſt be ſevere. 
And cauſe Pve none worth ſending down 
Pve bonght one coſt me half a crown, 
And Dick Bromes playes which good muſt be, 
 Pecauſe they were approv d by thee. 
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All which I hope will bring me back 

What all ſo Love,and I (o lack. | 

When my glaſle beads to India come, 

They'l bring me pear]s and Diamonds home. 
And thou wilt like the powers above, 
Returne a bleſſing for a Dove. 


VI, 
| The Anſwer. 


Y Friend, in troth, 'me glad to hear, 
Thatnoiſe of C/zexts fills rhy ear 3 
Be ſure let them not ſoon agree, 
Before thou art well greas'd with fee. 
If thou wanteſt cozz,the Cockneys Guildhall 
Or Weſtminſter will to thee yeild all. 
Prethee fleece each City Coxcombe 
When they for law to th* Hall in flocks come, 
Make them pawn their garments wedding, 
Their Cupboards, Hangings, arid their bedding. 
That when another Par/;jament - 
Shall borrow for the good intent | 
Of zeal, upon the faith call'd pub/ick, 
They may be poor and needy 7o#-like. 
Thar when again the Py/pet clawes 


Them to fend p/ate into the cauſe, 
Their 
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Their ſpoons, andvrings to th? Hall of Grocers 
Their very wives may cry out #0 Sirs. 

But why doſt bid me come to thee ? 
| have no term there, nor no fee, 
What ſhould a Scholler do at Londen 
But to (pend mony, and be undone? 
When here wich us a whole dayes expence 
VVill not ſwell up beyoad one ſix pence. 
When we can play, can laugh, and drink, 
And ſtill the mony ſlowly ſhrink, 
When we here talk o'ch? State as boldly 
Asever the Mereurzus told lye. 


| When we of policy are ftill chattering, 


ir 


(All which,*tis true, we owe to Mat. Iren ) 
When we know all the Pretty ſputher 
Betwixt the one houſe and the other, 
When we can over one full flagon, 
Releive or plunder Coppen-hagen : 
When we do know what 1s, what not 1s, 
Related in the Hall, where Scottiſh. 
Raggs,once call'd colovrs,ftii] remain, 
Tell me what profit tis, or gain, 
For me to take ſuch uſeleſs pain, 
To come and hear all there again. 

Bur yet ( remember now I promiſe 


JAnd will perform as ſure as Rome is. ) 


Near Eafter terme, like arrow (wift,l 
Will ride up tothee,miles full fifty. 
Shalt ſee me come on Oxford beaſt, 
Which ſhall have one good leg ar leaft. 
Such a doughty horſe upon, 

Vhoſe zoſe more then its /egs ſhall run, 
othin a Creauture thar I've cride it, 


hen its MaSer did beſtride it. 
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_ I plainly through his belly ſpy*d 
The boot and /eg on th* other fide, 
Next this, I'le get coat, boots, and ſpurs, 
And then Sir quickly T am yours. 
Ile come unleſs ( which happen may ) 
GalPd Euttocks ſtop me on the way. 

Whether his ends be good or ſiniſter, 
G. now from head ro foot's a Miniſter. 
My judgment is he is turn'd Divine, 
Only to have wherewith to buy wize. 
He came home with each empty pocket, 
That th' one could not the other mock at. 
What ever others do, I'le ſwear 
Safely he us'd no Symonze there. 
He ſwears {fince He's a Country Parſon, 
That he finds coming worldly cares on. 
Sayes, he believes fince he has been there, 
You Lawyers do not only fin there, 
But that in Kzavery White-Hall- gate, 
Out does all twixt Lad and Allgate. 
Our Friend 1s by rhis at Paris, 

Or if not there, he very near is. 
God ſend him home whole wind and limb, 
And keep his noſe ſound to. the brim 


Some rogues ſay, Tim provides for one day, 


Towit the Sabbath or the Sunday. 
That at thar time he alwayes is ſick, 
Enough to tay at home and Phyſicþ. 
The Poet I confeſs doth ſtoop here 
From what is writ 1th” h;l/ of Cowper. 
But for new bayes what need care D. 
Who ſo long lince did bravely win um. 


Should ſuch great Spirits alwayes do good, 
What they pertorm'd would then be too good. 
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Thou next would'ſt have me turn D; vines» 


And Dodger too, indeed? tis tine, 

Phyſick, and preaching ill agree, 

There is but one Religio Medici. 

?aul and every other 'Poſtle, 

(As the Scripture doth to us tel} ) 

That had the gift of healing,did 

Not cure the belly, heart or head, 

By hearbs,or Potions,Purge or Treacles 

But by a plain down right miracle. 

I never heard thartlearned Moſes. 

Whom God himſelf for Prophet choſe his, 

In Egypt was Phyſitian,though there 

He kild as many, men as if he were, 

How pretty I ſhould thew I faith, 

As in his Sums Aquinas faith, 

With bour-g/aſs in one filt, and 

With Urizall in the other hand. 

To have my Pothecary fay 

Such a Ladie's fick to day, 

And ſtraight to have my Sexton calling, 

And ask me when he {hall coll all in. 

If I muſt needs be both then name ye 

Whar kind of DoGor you would have me. 

Chymick ? alas the coſtly furnace, 

Will quickly my fmall purſe unfurnith, 

Or Galenif 2 that wont agree 

With my other trade Divinity. 

Nor with Preachers now the mode 15*c, 

To ſtrive to make themſelves Met hodifs. 
I with you would a Lawyer had me, 

That indeed had quickly made me, 

'Tis they bring all unto their purles, 

The Countries mony, and their curſes, 
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By poring on ſome mouldy Record, 

And bringing foois unto an accord. 

With Poers Men ſo hardly deal, 

They are ſcarce part o'th Commonyeal. 

Father Apollo , and Mother Myſes 

Gave all away to Pons uſes. .- 

So that their Children mult fair 111, 

Thar have nought left them but the bare þ11. 
Laſtly, my Friend you are too hard, 

To challenge a (mall Oxford Bard, 

To ſend you verſe in hungry Lent, 

A faſting time and Pxniten:. 3 

When I ſhould be confetling fins, 

Of nine and too off other mens. 

You'd force me to commit one more, 

( And ſure 'twere nor the leaſt o'th ſcorc ) 

To make bad Rythmes : which needs are diſmal, 

When Stomacks great, and Commons is ſmall. 

Fo tell y'a plain, but Chriftian truth, 

Verſe muſt be far, that would be ſmooth. 

An Army ( faid the King of Sweden 

( He that did know ſo well to lead one ) 

Is a great beaſt, which if you draw, 

You muſt begin firſt from the may. 

So lay 1 of the beaſt a Poet, | 

( And all our Rithwing Kindred know it) 

Who ere intend a Poem to make, 

He mult begin firſt with his ſtomack, 

Good ſooth at this dull time o'th year, 

When we muſt drink plain phyſick beer, 

When all to temperance are bent here, 

To expiarte the fins o'th Winter 

When we muſt leave our former merr*ment; 

Becauſc forſooth cur bloods now ferment. 


ES . 
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When we muſt no more Taverns ſurvey, 
But be conrent with j5yzce of ſcurvey. 
When ſuch rh: Commons do us ſerve, 
As would a very Spaniard ſtarve : 
When wee”ve {itch fiſh ſet on our board , 
Which ſcarce:your fiſh whores would afford, 
Wichour {top'd ſe to look upon, 
Nor (wear *t15 ſw-et, tkough *rwere her own. 
Ar this l:an time I ſay, troch, ſcarce I 
Can write as well as P, from Ferſey. 
Whoſe Rythbmes were yet ſo paulcry that 
All Men thar heard them wift*d his fate. 
Pray d rather then ſuch ſtuffe co hear, 
They might with th” Auther looſe each ear. 
Upoy my confcience ſuch a mocd in, 
AsI am now,was jrarn' d 7obz Goodwin 
When he fo high of Worſter frghr, 
in Elemoſtnary verſe did wrice. 
Such Rychmes the King might thank that day. 
Whick forced him to run away. 
Our of their ſound thac wonid have more 
Grated his cars then ?*s {ot before. 

(In ſuch a meager ſeaſon now 
By all the Poets hills | vow ) 
Should I be forced my mule to raiſe, 
She'd ſound as bad as Sterrjes praiſe. 
I think [ ſhould come ſhort of ther, 
Whoſe quill had.ink,bur not one feather, 
Nor in this humour verſe can I brew, 
Better then Pſalmes turn'd out of Hebrew, 
Unhappy Pſatmes ! that ſo long laſted 
To be ac length ſo metaphraſted. 
By gocd old provoſt Francis Rous, 
A member of the other houſe. 
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Who with nuch pains and many a pang, 

At laſt made Davids Lute cry twang: 

The ſacred harp ſo ſadly by him ſtrung, 

Seems as if ſtill it on the Y/7!lowes hung. 
Then be content till after Eaſter, 

By that I'll cheer my Muſe, and feaſt her. 

And then ( God fendit prove no lie, ) 

She that cannot now creep, ſhall flie. 


———. " ——_— 
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VII. 


A Epiſtle from a Friend to the Au- 
thor upbraiding him with his writing 
Songs. 


\ ear friend, believ't my love has ſpurr'd me on 
For once to queliton thy diſcretion : 

And by right reaſon deify d by thee, 
I blame thee for the wrongs to poelie 
Thou haſt commitrred ; in betraying it 
To th* cenſure (not the judgment))of each wit ; 
Wir, didI ſay ? Things whoſe dull ſpirits are 
Apt only to applaud, what e're they hear , 
Be*t good or bad,ſfo throated to their mind, 
Fobnſox and Taylor like acceptance find. 

Why pedlec*it thus thy Muſe? Why doſt ſet o*pe 
A thop of wir, to ſet the fidlersup ? 
Fie prodigal, canſt ſtatuated ſhine 
By tie abuſe of Women, praiſe of wine 2 
Or ſuch like royes, which every hour are 
By every pen ſpu'd forth int” every car, 


Tiy 


POE MS, x 157 


Thy comely Muſe dreſſe up in robes, and raiſe 
Majeſtick Splender to thy wreath of bayes. 
Don't proſtiruce her thus, her Majeſty, 
C Like chat of Princes )Jwhen the vulgar ſee 
To frequently, reſpe& and awe are fled, 
Contempt and ſcorn remainech in their ted: 
But I have done,and fear Pre done amiſle, 
Being donbrful,left thou't give thy Fidle's this, 
L I Bo 


— 
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VIIL 
: 1he Anſwer 


Id] not know thee friend, and that this fic 
Comes not to ſhew thy malice but thy wit, 
. I might this aftion- cenſure, and reprove 
As well thy want of judgment,as of love; - 
And think my Muſe,were'doubly now ſoriorne 
Below thy envy, yet not above thy ſcorne, 
Bur yecT wonder why thy reafon thus, 
Which thou call't righc,and's magnify'd by us: 
And juftly too,ſhould vore me indiſcreet, 
Becauſe my Poems do with all ſorts meet, 
How can [I help it ? Who can circumſeribe 
His words or works,within the ſmalil-wiſe tribe? 
: And you the hearers kind applauſe do blame, 
When charity bids us all do the ſame. 
If good we muſt, and if the wit be ſuch 
That it does need, who wonld not lend a crutch 
We're morcal Writers,and are forc'd ta truce, 
For he that gives,may well expe& abule. 
N 2 
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Fobuſon and Taylor in their kind were both 
Good Wits, who likes one need nor coooner oath. 
Wir is like beauty, nature made the 79n-, 
As well's the Lady. Wefee every one 
Meets with a march. Neither can | expe'*, 
Thou more my muſe chen Mittref's thoult it aiFe&, 
And yet lie them both, if you don*t ro1 
Can't you ler them aione for thaſe thar fo? 
Now if thowidit know the very reaſon why 
I write fo ofr, to pleaſe my (e&]f, ſay 1. 
I know no more why I wiitc more then thee, 
Then why my father got more {ons then me, 
Nor pedling call't, for thoſe in Cheap as well, 
As they at Fairs expoſe their wares to (ell. 
Bur I give freely mine, and though ic be 
ToFuidlers, yer 'cis for a company 3 
And all thoſe gifts are well beftowed, which 
At once do make us merry, and then rici. 
If making Soxxets were lo great a lin, 
Repent, *rwas you at firſt did draw me in, 
And ifthe making one Soxg be not any 
I can't believe 1 tin in maxing many. 
Bur oh / che theemes Gifpleaſe you, you repine 
Becauſe I torow down womenyſer up Wine, 
Why that off-nds you, I can ſeeno reaſon, 
Unlefſſe "cauſe I, not you, commit the treaſoz, 
Our judgments jump in doth, we both do love 
Good IW/ine and Women, if T diſapprove 
The fl;ghts of fome, the matrers underſtood, 
I'mne're the lefſe beJov'd by th* rruly good. 
You'ld have no phancy blown upon, but muſt 
Have all new broach'd or can'd to pleaſe your guilt. 
When this demand of yours 1s grown as oid 
As what you quarrel at,and as sftrg told. 


And 
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And theii”s old F/ts that will as much condemn 

Your novelty, as you can ceaſure them, | 

Now for thoſe robes in which you'l have me dreſs 

My homely muſe, and write with /oftixeſs, 

Talk of State matters,and affairs of Kings, 

Thou know'ſt we*ve beat our heads about titofe 

Till 'd my teeth neer beat out,afier all (things, 

My toyl, the worrnes mult tur poerical. 

He that courts others ears may uſe defignrs. 

Be coy and coftive; buc my harmelefle /; es. 

Ifthey produce a langhcer are well crown'd, 

Yetthough rhey've ſought none, hive acceptance 

Wirh thefe 1 ſport my leifand can invite ( fonnd, 

My ſelf and fri-x4s a ſhort and ſweer delight 

While all our tedious rorls, which we call playes, 

| Like the great {hip,]ye flugging in their bayes. 

And can no ſervice do witnour great coſt 

And time, and then our time and fomach's loft. 
Bur I muſt write no more for fear that we 

Fe like thoſe brethren in diviniry. |; 

\\/buiſt chou doſt go to maxe my fiaſh expire, 

[ raiſe thy flame and make 1t byrz much higher. 
Ouly becauſe thou doubriit I thonid beftow 

Your tines upon my Fidlers,thou thait know, 

That had they been upon a buiinels tir, 

And were 7iubje& equallrothy wir, 

T'had gonc,and thou thouldſt fg them too,and fo 
Be both the poet ani the fidier too. 


C— — FP 
Oe  —  ——_————— 


L + © 


———— ___— — Cc 


CEE ae 
To a Lady defiring a-copy of a Song 
Madame, 
Ou are a poetrels *cis true, 
\ Nor had we mn been Poers bu: for you ; 
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Tis from your ſex we've learnt our art and wit, 
*Tis for your ſakes that we do praice it. 

Your ſubrler ſex firſt ventred on the tree, 

Where knowledg grew,and pluck'd the fruit, which 
Did only taſt,and that at ſecond haxd, (we 
Yet by that band,& taſt we're all trepar'd, 

And our pefecrity the dome endures 

You op'd our eyes,as you know who,did yours. 
By your command this Soxg thus rudely ped, 

Fo youl do commit, though not commend, 
Toſhew what duty I'mefriv'd unco, 

You cannor ſooner bid, then I can do. 

Nor can your a&ive ſoul command and ſway 
With more delighc,& pride, then mine obey, 

I v1!l not fay this Fo2ms bad or good, 

"Tis as *tis lik*d, and as *cis underſtood. 

A Poems life, and death dependeth fill 

Not on the Poets wit,but Readers will. 

Should it in ſence ſeem raſcal, low and dull, 

Your eye can make it ſpright[y.p/:mp and full. 


And if it jt ihould be lame,l hope twill be 


Cauſe ſomewhat like your felf,more pleaſing te. 
Tf it thould trip affift it with your hand, 

You may lend feet. for you ca make things and. 
One touch of yours can cure it's ev'il, and the; 
Tis made by your fair han4,nort my 57uzt per, 
Uſeful for /ove,or flighting you 1 it ind, 

For love before, or for dildain behind. 

Be'c as you pleaſe, to more it can't alpire, 

Tis all it can deferve, or I defire, 


To bis Friend C. S. Eſquire. 


Nſpird with plum-broth , and minc'd pres, 

This letrer comes in humble wiſe , 
To know how Sz, and how you do?. 

Or whether you do do ; or no. 
Whether you Chritmas keep, or not ? 
For here we fuch a Mayor have got, 
That though our taverxes open ſtand, 
Church doors are {aur, by his commang, 
He does as good as ſay ( we think ) 

Leave off this preaching,and go drizh, 

But thisI doupt's no news to you, 
The Countrey's Ath?iF part, part Few. 
And care no more for Chriſt or's Maſs, 
Then he for them : Solec*nm paſs. 

And could the Prieſts be ſure of pay, 
They Id down with that, andro'ther day.. 
Yet ſpite of all our May'r could ſay, 
\Vewould not'faſt, chongh could nor pray, 
here's featting {till throughout the City, 
And drinking much { the more's the pity. ) 
And that's the cauſe why all chis rime, 

I did not anfwer your laſt Richme: 
nordol] know; Tisnot my faſhion 

In verſe to make a diſpuration. 

\har ever Sz. and you havewrit., 
Shews both your kindneſs and your wit. 
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#15 good tobe oth riſtzg fide, 
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But only I defire to know 
If your'e a member made or no, 

For here we have a great adoe, 
About our choice, whom, how, and who. 
Ele&s,0r is Eelefed ; ſome 
To be made members ſend, and come, 
While others of the wiſer ſort, 
Sit {till ac home, and care not for't. 
Richard, tis thought, bas no intenr 
To have an endleſs Parliament. 
Nor muſt they ſhare his goods and lands, 
For what he has hee*| keep in's hands. 
Much 15s not left to be divided, 
The b»ſineſs has ſo well been guided; 
Nay he himſelf (I tell np lye ) 
Wants mony more then you orT, 

Noreaſon therefore can | ſee 
Why you ſhould buſtle much to be. 

A Senatour , unle(s it were, 
For hoxour, yet thatis but air, 
And not the ſweet'{#, or ſaf'f, but ſtill 
Depends on other peoples will. 

Bur truſt me ( Charles ) you havea vain 
That does more love, and houour gain, 
And longer keepe'r then all the tricks, 

Ot thoſe that ftudy Politicks. 
Proteczons needleſs, for ( they lay ) 
You owe no debts, that you can pay, 
10 Natyre one, which during life, 

You cannot pay, nor that. t' your J/jfe. 

Yet I would nave you come away, 

That though tae horſe don't meet, we may, 
Vhen every one, g2ts vP, and ride, 
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For as 'th Church, ſo *tis th Stare, 
Who's not Eled, is Reprobate. 
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XI. 


To C. S. Eſquire. 


Tuſtice. 


've waited Jongto find thee here, 
' Peep'd into th? hoyſe, bur could not ſee che there, 

[ went to th? tother- houſe, but rhy*re ſo new, 
They nv ſuch #ame or perſon ever knew. 

*T was for this cauſe, my pex has ſlept ſo long, 
[ hop'd to ſee thee in that /earncd throng, 
And did believeſome borough would in pitty, 
Have ſent thee up to dignifie our City. 
But, corporations do not well diſcern, 
What's for their good, and their too o/d to learn, 

Had our whole Senate been ſnch men as thou, 
They'dnotbeen routed, bur fare ftill till now. 
But they'd be medling, and to voting tall, 
Againſt the ſword, and that ont-votes them all; 
Had they obſerv'd thy Councel, they'id been ſafe 
Stick to the ſtrongeſt tide, and think, and laugh, 

What matter tt, whac thoſe in Office ſay, 
When choſe that are in power, do an anſwer xay ? 
A Cutlers ſhop attords us ſtronger taw, 
Then Cook or Littleton ere read, or ſaw. 
But be content,let them do what they wall, 
Be thou a Fufice I'm Atturaes fill, 
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A poor Aitourney 15a ſafer thing 
Now,then to be Prote&or or a King. 

Our noble Sheriffs a dying, and 1 fear 
Willnever feaſt us more in Tanntox- Shire, 
Pray tell your lovely Sze, I love her ſtill, 

As well's I dare, Jet her nor take it ill, 

I write not to her, Pve time enough, *cis true, 
Bur have not wit enough to deal with Sxe. 


——— 
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To C. S. Eſquire. 


Wy Charles, I'm thus far come to ſee thy face, 
Thy pretty face, but this unhappy place. 
Does not attord it, and I'm told by ſome, (come 
That want of Tythes, makes thee thou can'ſt not 
Why( Charles art thou turn'd Prieft? and at this 
C time 
When Prieſts themſelves have made their coat a 
crime? 
And tythes, which make men Prieſts, do ſo decay, 
One orher Schiſme will preack thein quire away * 
Thou'tc near become it well, for I do find, 
Wir in a pulpit is quice out of kind , 
Thou canit not ſtand long,nor talk much, & lowd, 
Nor thraſh, nor couzen the admiring crowd, 
And ( which is worſe ) though tiihalt a face, a 
| ( hand, 
A diamond ring, white glove,and clean /aws band, 
Ablero tempt an Adbeſs, yer.] find, 
Thou canſt not ſatisfie the Ladies mind. _ 
- What 
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What erethe matter is. But thou art wiſe, 
And do'ſt beſt know thine own infirmities. 
Let me advize thee ( Charles) be as thou art 

A Poer, ſothou needit not care a ---- 

For all the tyurxyes of time : who ere did know, 
Fhe Mvfes tequeſtred ? or who can ſhew, 

Iihat ever wit paid taxes , or was rated ? 

Homer and Virgil nere were decimated: 

0vid indeed was baniſhed, but for thar, 

Which , women ſay, you nere were ex*'(ent at. 
But ( Charles ) thou art unjuſticed, 'm told, 
By one, who though not valiant,yet 1s bold. 
And that thou haft unfortunately niet, 

The blinded ſcourge o'ch* Ieſtern Bajazet. 
Thrown from the bench like Lucifer, and are 

In a fair way tobe brought to ch” bar. | 
Ith* interim hang twixt both,as law doth name us; 
A billa-vera-man,or Ignor anus. 

Bur I can't learn whereforeirt 1s, nor how, 
Though I-ve inquirrd of both, perhaps nor thou, 
Some fay tis for thy valour, which our time 
In a wiſe Magiſtrate, accounts a crime. 

If it be true thou halt 11] luck 1n this, 

To have two vertues ; and both plac'd a miſs, 

To thwart each other ; when thoa ſhouldit have 
A valiant Captain, wiſdome was thy fin, (been 
And ſo wicaptain'd thee ; and now the time, 
Cails for thy wiſdom, valour 18 thy crime. 

And fo rnjuſtic'd thee; unlucky wreech ! 

Two vertues want'it, yet has too much of each ! 
Who ere compos d thy mind plaid Babel-tricks, 
Brought /yme ana timber, when he ſhould bring 

Bur we liveinan agefo full of les, (tricks, 
I dare not truſt my ears, nor ſcarce my eyes, 
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I hope this 15 a Iye coo; bur if rrue 

Tis an affjition ( Char/es ) that is juſtly due, 

To tby deſert ; Our Stare Lolds ic untit, 

One man ſhould be a Fu{ftice , anl a wrt, 

Go ask thy Lady, if it were ever known, 

A Man ſhould be a F-.#ice, and do none. 
Come be adviz'd by me, ſer our a book, 

In Exgli/h too, were Fu$fice's may look, 

And learn their trade ; let Pre5denrs.of all 

Warramuts and mittimnſes , g1eat aid {maill, 

All Alebouſe licenſes, and o'er things, 

Which to the Fu{t:ces in{trugion brings, 

Be there inſerted ; thar the age to come, 

C The chi/4ren of fuch inen as can gerſome ) 

May glorihe thy memory, and be 

. Thy pray les trampets to poſterity. 

As from one /ogk;ng glaſs,thrown on the ground, 

| In every piece, a perte& facei1s found, 


! .,z" So fromthy rn;xes, all may plainly fee, 


Legions of Fuſtices as wiſe as thee. 

Now having taken all this pains to ſee 
Thy worſhip, and can find nor it, nor thee, 
Pray comme to 7.--- bring thy beloved Se, 
My Mat. and will meer wich ber and you. 
And though my Mat's no Pet , you ſhall fee, 
She*l fit and laugh with or at us, that be. 

1-1] make thy Lady merry,and laugh untill, 
She break that belly, which thou canſt not fil], 

Meantime pray give her one prolifick, kils, 
Tell her it comes from me, and if that mits, 
Gave her azother, and if both won't do, 

Do that with three which can't be done by two. 
If thou com'ſ not, 1 ſhall have cauſe to curſe 
Tythes, likz: the lay'cy, aud it may be worſe. 


My 
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} My ſufferings arc inores then theirs can be,( me. 
Thi yi keep their tythes,Dut tyches keep thee from 

 Buc if caou caſt not come, be (ure ro write, 

I Don't rob ai wnce, my nearing and my fight. 

Ifthou bring*lt nor thy body, ſend thy wit, 

For we mult laugiz with thez, or elite at it. 


bY 
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X11I, 
To C. S. Eſquire. 


I. 
"nce we met laſt, my Brother dear, 
\We ve had ſuch alterations here, 
Such turaings in and onr. 
That I bing fat and breathleſs grown, 
Jy (de, 1 meant to take was gone, 
S <= re | could tarz about. 


: Zo 
I firſt Þ was for the King,and then 
q He could nor pleaſe che Par/zament men, 
| Ando chey went by the ears 
| | was wich other fools.ſent out , 
q And aid chree dayes, but never fought 
| Gainſt Xizg or Cavaliers. 


And Brother ) as1 FR, been told, 
You were for the Parl;ament of old ; 
T And madea mighty duſt ; 
J and chough perhaps you did not kill, 
| lou prov'd your ſelf as. valiant flill, 


As ever they were Juſt, 5, YOU 
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You were ingaged in chat war, 

When C. R. fought againſt C. R. 
By a diftinGion new. 

You alwayes took that fide that's right, 

But when Charles with himſelf did fight. 

Pray of which fide were you ? 


I 
Should 7 that am a man of law, 
Made uſe of fuch a ſubtile claw, 

In Lodz or in Ex*ter, 
And be of both fides as you were 
People would count me then, I fear. 
A Knaviſh Ambodexrer. 


6. 
But ſince all ſides fo tottering be, 
It puzles wiſer men then me, 

Who would not have it utter'd, 
Whar {ide to rake they cannot tell. 
And I believe they know not well, 

FPhich fide their bread is butter'd. 


by : 
Here's fore-ſide, and here's back-ſide too, 
And two /eft ſides, for ought I know, 
I can find ne're aright. 
T've been for th* midle twenty years, 
And will be till, for their appears 
Moſt Safety and delight. 
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8. 
But if the times think that too high, 
By creeping lower, Pl] comply, 
And with their humour jump. 
If love atth” belly m:y not enter 
In an Ttal;an may [il venter, 
To love the very Rump. 


9. | 
So here's you ( Charles ) a Knbbers too'r, 
Here's a Caſt more, if that wont do't, 
Here $half a dozen more, and 
To every feather here's a glaſs, 
I Nay rather then [1] ler it paſs, 
Here's a years healths befare hand. 


10. 
If oving it, and drinking to'r, 
And making others drizk to boot, 
_ Dont ſhew my good affedior. 
FI fer down diſaffeged ſtill, 
And ler them all do what they wall, 
Until our next Elec5ron, 


II, 
But I'm concern'd {me thinks) to find, 
Our Grazxdees turn with every wind, 
Yer keep like Corks above. 
They lived and dyed bnt two years fince. 
With Oliver their pious Prince, 
Whom they did fear and /ve. 
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| bd, 
As ſoon as Richard did bur raign, 
They liv'd and 4y'4 with him again, 
And ſwore to ferve him ever, 
But when Sir Arthur came wich's men, 
They /iv'd and dy'd4 with him agen 
As if Dick had been never. 


I3. 

And when Prince Luka curn'd them our, 
They 1iv'd and dy'd another bout, | 
And vilited the Rump, | 
And now for them they /;ve and dye, | 
Burt for the Divel by and by, 
If he beturn'd up trump. 
| 
| 


| 14. 
Yet ſtill they order us and ours, 
And will be called higher powers. 
But I will tell you what; 
Either theſe ſlaves forſwear, and lye, - 
Or if they did ſo often dye, | 


They've more lives then a cat. 


I3, 
Let the times run, and let men turn, 
This is too wiſe an age to burn, 
Wee'l in our Fadgment hover, 
Till tis agreed what we maſt be, 
In the zuterim take this from mie. 
I'me thy eternal Lover. 


Ca) C59 m7” 
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XII, 


To bis Friaid W. C. 


Ear Brother 7/71). thy dearer oh and I, 
Now happy in each others company, 
Send thee this greeting, and do wiſh that we, 


I By thy addition, may be made up three, 
$ 1vo make no ſport, they can bur ſip and ſip , 


| YHere's t'you, and thaxk you's no good tellowſhip. 


VVeer Melancolly 'cauſe we drink alone, 
For Fohn and 1 together ſpell bur one. 
Three 1s the perfe& number, that is able 


I To difference a ſo/;tude from a rable. 


Here, if we mix with company, 'tis ſuch 


Js can (ay zothing, though they talk roo much. 
JHere we learn Georgichs, here the Bucolicks, 
JWhich buildings cheapeſt, r3mber, oxe or bricks, 


| Ffere's Adams natural Sons, all made of Earth, 


l0 


JEarths their Religion, their diſcourſe, their mirthz 


But on the ſunday thouldit admire to ſee, 
now dirt is mingled wich Divinity. 


Juch diſputations, writing, finging, praying, 
% jitrle doing good, and ſo much ſaying 
tires us we ak lung?d Chriftians, and I think, 
Jo muchthe more, *cauſe ther's ſo little 4rizk, 
F414 chat ſo bad, that we with them are faign, 


To go to Church and fleep, and home again, 


J [wice in a Sabbath, and ro break the ret, 
Vith tedious repetitions, and moleſt , 


The 
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The Servants m2mories with ſuch piteous Ruif, 
As wiſemen think ouce faid's more then enough, 
Thus do we ſpend our time, & meet with nothing, 
But what Creates our troubie, and our loathing. 
Come then away,leave Butchers, leave thy Lord 
Our Country here ſhall both, o: more afford. 
Fack here"'sa Lord, a Prince, nay more a friend, 
He and his botles make the Vuigar bend. 
And if thou didit believe him, or know mie, 
I am more butcher chen thy ewo can be, | 
If all theſe chings won't maxe thee come away, 
I am reſolv*d to thee-ward,if thouPr ſtay. 
Drink till T come, that 7 nay find the mellow, 
"Tis ten to one, thowle meet or make thy feliow. 


* Y. 


To his Friend I. B. pon his Tragedy. 


Hou may'{t well wonder,and my ſelf ſhould be 

Dumb, it 7 ſhould be dumb in prayting thee. 
Since Þ've occali0n now to exerciſe, 
Sublimeſt choughrs, yetnot byperbolize, 

Burt {ftnce we two are Brothers,and (ubſcribe. 

Both Volunteirs to the Poetich Tribe, 
I dare not do'c, leaſt any Dulmasy ſayes, 
We, by conſent, do one another praiſe. 
Yer dare applaud thy work, and thee in it, 
to g20d In langitage. plot, and ftrengti of wir. 
Thar none buc thou can equali't. Not a line, 


% 3 = ? 2 
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Bur's tulne *'cauſe cood,% goud becatile tus think, 
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So that my duller ſight, can hardly ſee 

Whether-thou mak'i{tic exc*):nt, or it thee. 

Let thoſe, whoſe anvil-heads, beat all delight, 

Into a toil, atevery line they write. 

Now, vail to thee and fairly yeild the bayes, 

Since all their work, compair*d with thine are 

So fart li-ethy worth, that I ſhould be ( playes. 
Intic'd if potſible to flatter thee. 
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XVI, 


To a Pottins Prieſt upon a quarre?, 


In 1543. 

Cannot chooſe but wonder , Mr.--- ,- 

That we two wiſemen, had (o little wit, 
As without quarrel, Fealonfies, or fears, - (ears. 
Worſe then the times, we two ſhould go by thi 
I marvel what inſpired, this valour in you, 
Though you were weak, you'd ſomerhing ſtrong 

( within you, 

'Twas not your learning, neither can l[ think, 
That was your valour, but F:bx D---ſtrong dr ixk, 
Love and good 7;quor , have aſtrong command 
T* make cowards fight, longer then they can faxd. 
I need not aske your reafon, for *rwas gone 3 
Nor had you ſence enough to feel you'd none. 


Was 1t to ſhew your Miſtrels you could fight, 


Living *ith* woods, youl'd be an arrant Knight 2? 
Thar Lady may have cauſe enough to rue, 
That has no better Champion then you. 

O 2 You 
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You might have ſav'd that labour,each man reads, 
You're a #414 man both in your /ozks and deeds. 
By the wonders of your drinking men may 'ſee, 
| You are a Hero without Chevalry. 
You thought a duel, would your Mrs. pleaſe, 
Bur prov'd a Thraſo, not a Hercules. 
I might have thought my ſelf a worthy roo, 
Becauſe I tam'd a Monſter,that is you, 
Your ZealC me thought 5 was grearly kindled 
Thac went to make a Pulpic of my head, 
Blame me not, though I ſtrook, for I was vext, 
To be fo baſely handled, your like text ; 
With ſubcile ſophiſtry, thar when you miſt 
In words, you woujd confute me with your fiſt. 
But ſuch weak fillogiſines from you ran, 
As I could never read in Keckerman. 
That brain-aſpiring drink, ſu much did nip us, 
You miſtook Arifotle, for Ariftippus. 
*T was this your brains with Proclamations fills, 
And twirles them like Doz ®ixots watermils. 
(down, 
Your head that ſhould be King,was now pull'd 
While that rebellions beer uſurp'd your crown, 
And your Mechanick heels gaz'd on the ftars,'- 
As if they wenr to turn Aironomers. 
Your legs were alrogether for Commanding, 
And taught your foolilh head more underſtanding, 
Your body ſo revers'd, did repreſent, 
( Being forked ) our bicorned Government. 
| (drown'd, 
Your wits were baniſhed, and your brains were 
(ground. 
VVhile your Calves-head lay center d tothe 
Thus bes black wichour, within a bcaſt, 


- as » - 
J took you for a Tinker , not a Prieſt, 
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In your next Sermon, let your audience hear, 
How you can preach 4amnation to ſtrong beer, 
| have returned your knife, at your /dematid, 
But if I've put a ſword t'a mad mans hand , 
Let me advice you, when you fight again, 
Fight with a worſe, or bea better man, 


ls. 
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XVII. 


To bis Friend Mr. VV. H. upon the 
death of his hawke. 


(dye? 
Hat will you ſuffer thns your hawke to. 
And ſhan't her name live in an Elegy # 
It ſhall not be, nor thall ihe people think, 
Wee've lo few Poets, Or ſo little drink, ; 
Andifthere be no ſober brain to do it, 
, $11 wermy Muſe, ana ſet my ſelfuntoir. 
[have no Gods,nor Myſe to call upon, 
1. I Sir 7ohas ſtrong barrel is my Helicon. [50 
From whence uncurbed ſtreams of tears ſhall flow,: 
And verſe fhall run, when 1 my ſelf can't go. - 
Poor b:rd, I pitty this thy ſtrange diſaſter, 
, | That thou ſhoul'k thus be murthred by thy maſter, 
Was it with (alc? Pm ture he was not freſh, 
Or wa'ſt thy cruſting to an erme of fleſh? 
Or cauſe *twas darkſome did his eye-1ight fail, 
Meeting a Po, he took it for a Rayle. 
| And yerT wonder how he mis'd his fight, 
For though the night was dark, his head was light. 
And chough he bore thee with a mighty hand, 
Thou needs muſt fall, when he htumſelf can't/iand. 
Q 3 11s 


_ 
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"Tis but our common jor, for we do all 
Somerimes,tor want of arderfanding fall. (flown, 
Eur thou art ferv'd arighe, for when ti' had'ft 
What ere thou tookft, thou tookſt ro be thy own. 
And.tis buc Fficc, thac each plundring knave, 
Thar ſuch a life do lead, ſuch death thould have. 
Rejoyce you Partridge, and be glad ye Rayles. 
Fer the Hawks tallons,are as ſthort's your taz/e:. 
Tf all the Kingdomes bloody foes, as (he, (be, 
Wornld break their necks, how joy tull ſhould we 

Well at her burial, thus much | will tel], 

In ſpite of ſchiſm, her bells ſhall ring a ke. 


X VIII. 


To bis School Mafter Mr, VV. H. 1 pon 
his P.:;r cali! Confeiontiy accula- 


. ® $ 
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Sig 
\ \V4 en J read your work, and thought 3:porw 
þ How lively you had made deicription. 

- : * - 

Of an accuiing coſcience, and did fee, 
How well each limn did wrh th* 4rchtipe agree. 
I wonder" how you could linre out fo well, 
Since you b' experience can't ics horrour teil. 

Trutft me, I'd praiſe it, but char I ſuppole, 
My praiſe would make ir more 165 f9rious, 
In love to th? work and {12 c 3 eh ouUgA Meer, 


1 L " ? R Bel Ne A 
To make your verſ:s Hand on Fr frets 
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But whe're well done or ill, I here ſubmit, 
Unto your cenſure,borh my ſelf and It. 
[* m man, I'm young,unlearn 'd,and thereupon 
- £1 know, I cannot boalt per fetion. 
In fetter'd tacks, wherein the fancies tide, 
e. | Do whar on: can, the luſtre won't abide. 
No Toms kifs fo well, but chart there 1s 
Becween fome v! nraſes mac Antitheſfis, 
-, VVizat ere is good, in act unpolifh 'd line, 
[count as yours, the faults alone are mine, 
T wiſh each foot and line, as ſtrong, and true; 
As my dztire to love, and hoyonr you, 


XI X. 


To bis Feiend 'F-9 


Tm, 
ince thou didft leave both we and this r:wa, 
Ihe ford 18 got up, and the /awcs tumbled | 
C down. 
Thoſe eager diſputes between Farr; ngfon and 
( \Vren. 
At length have inſpired che Red-coated ou. 
Whoſe f4es,not their heods.do wear tine Lew tore, 
{ith which they will ruie us unicl we be Weary s 
( br A4\? ie, ) 


We know not whoſe higheſt C wv har « ere vec w 
Whether Waling? ord-bovſe or Wet» er 1.1 
You made a conteſt neriber pu!pat nor t::5-7; ho, 


\\hat's tittelt, a Mojzarchy or a Re: PbJicn. 
(0) + 
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But Desborough ſayes, that Schollers a fool, 
Thar advances his pez againſt the warr-too/. 
(jeAures, 

We have various diſcourſes and various Con: 
In Taverns, in Streets, in Sermons, and LeEures, 
Yetno man can tell what may hap in che cloſe, 
Which are wiſer, or hoxeſter, theſe men or thoſe. 
Bur for my part | think *cisin vain to conteſt, 

I fit till and ſay, he that's frongef is beff. 

The World keeps a round, that original fin, (in, 
That thruft ſome people our, drawes other folkes 
They have done they did not know what, & now, 
Some think that they donor know what they may 

do, 
But State matters (Tom )are too weighty 8 boy 
For ſuch mean private perſons as thou art, and l, 
We will not our Governours calling invade, 
VVele mind our own good, let them follow heir 
C trade. 
| Lanch forth intoth* P-/pit much learning will be, 
A hinderance to thy Dryinity. C ye 
"Tis better to mind what will cloath ye, and feed, 
Then thoſe empty titles of M. A. and D. D. 
| have one thing to beg, andTI won't be deni'd, 
You-nuft once more mount Pegaſ;s,and you wm 
ride, 
Ore the County of D, whoſe praiſe muſt b'expreſt, 
In a poem to grace our next County feaſt, 
V Vhich will be next term, *twas whar I defign'd, 
Bur want wit and time to do't ro my mind, 
Thou haſt Sx5je& and wit, if rhou haſt bur a will, 
Thou maift make a Poem, next that Conpers-hil.. 
Remember thy promiſe, to fend me my book, 
| VVith a copy of chine, for which I doe look ; 


And 
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And let not a Letter come hether ro me, 


ind I our of gratitude ſhall take a care, 
on-To makea return of our City ware. 


og 


But fraighted with Poems,and written by thee. 


res fl I'le vex thee no more with this paltry rythme , 
» [For far 1: ſhould make the miſ-pend thy time. 


ſe, | And iol have this Apology for'r, 


(ſhort. 


Though it bee*nt very ſweer, itfhall be prety 


RX, 


[1.42 Epiſtle to the Meritcriouſſy Hono- 
| rable Lord Chiefe Juſtice of the 


elr 

1 K ings bench, 

De, | wa 

ye NOKReat Sir, and Good ! beloved, and obey'd 1 

d, To whole great worth, honours not giv*n but 
(paid. 


d,JTo whoſe great ove, and knowledg we all owe, 
ilt JAll chat we have of 7aw , and what we know z/! 
le, I'Vho with ftrong reaſon, from the faGious clawes, 
t JOf wilfull fools, redeenrd our ſacred lawes. | 
Full twenty years have l a Servant been, 


d, $ſo this Profeſion, I live by and in. 
Eight years a Maſter, and in all this ſuace, 


I, BHave nothing done that miſ-became my place; 


Nor have my aGjions been Derogatory, 
Unto my Clients profit, or the glory. 

Of this renowned Coxrt, and therefore I 
\ow humbly beg to be at liberty, 


d 
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Tuftice, and reaſon both command, that he 
Who ſerv'd, fo long, ſhould ar the laſt be free. 
For this] ferv*d, for this our Nation forghr, 

And pray'd, and paid ſo much ; nor do 1 doubr, 
T* obrain my wif hereftn, could I but find, 


Detert in me proportion'd ro your mind, 


The benefit o'th* Clergy I delice, 
That ] may be admitred of that Quire. 
Who taneir own Pleas, in their names crow! , 
And may pertorm my pizcc without controul. 
My Lord, yoi've power aid will to.do”:, and, 
] am not worthy, if you tink me fo, ( though 
Your Lor4ſhips teſt can conftitiire me that, 
Which my abilitzes can near reach at; 
My comfort 18, "tis vhac you don's deny, 
To ſome that read and write as bad as I, 
And there's a kindueſs which b-longs roſuch, 
As having little worth, beg where ther's much, 
Ceſar that valiant General waz ado:”d 
More for his liberal hand, then for !15 Sword. 
And four great Archetipe his Higinets does, 
Derive mote honour from the mourits of thoſe, 


Whom he hath gratifd,then by the deatt , 


Of thoſe his conquering ſword depriv'd of breath. 
Freedomes a Princely thin: io 5.52 , *tis that 


Which all our Jawes do fan i roi, ant aim ar. 


And *crwill be fome addit i £o vour faine, 
Wh:nlI with tongue, ant pen eniarg'd, proclaim, 
Mong all your Noble 2C:, you act a room, 

In your great heart, {or------=-= A. B. 


XXE- A 


ANT 


4 new years gift preſented to the ſame. 


id fv Lord, 
oh 0 * :d I not find 1t by experience true 
5 TV Beggars are many, but Thaxksgivers few. 


j a! not dard Cenvade your eye, with this, 
V..: eratulation whoſe ambztion 1s, 

Liv: t6 be pardon'd, and the faults to ſmother, 
V\ ir's this which were committed by the other ; 
}er {:1ce *uts gratitude, it may pleaſe you, 

If 1G! 2s god, yer as "Us /trange and new. 

Great Atlys of our lawes and us, whoſe will, 
I; alwayes aGive , back'd by unmarch'd skill ; 
To rule the Nation, and inf{trutt it too, 

? Dndmake all perſons live, as well as knozy, 
Though being among the u12iſcerning throng, 


} 
il, 


2 You ſutferd once, you acted all along. | 
Your ſuferings did bur like the Martyrs flame, 
idvance your Perſon, and exalc your name. 

n [Diſcios'd your vertues,from their ſullen Orbe, 

* EMake your gold ſhine, which was pure gold before, 

F Your Noble ſoul telis us from whence you came, 

' BYou've both the Britt; Nature and the name ; 
By your example, you inſtruct us whar 
Our Grandſfires were, and what they aimed at. 
A 


ire 
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Ere the Fantaſtick Frexch, or ſelviſh Dutch, 
VVere grafted on our ſtocks, our ſouls were ſuch, 
As your's is now ; Now we by you may ſee, | 
VVhar once we were, what now we ought to be, 
Great Men, great favours, to great men repay, | 
VVith great rewards, but i can only ſay. | 
Your Lord(hip,your grear kindneſles hath thrown, 
On one, that can return, or merit none, 
Bur you mult pay, and thank your felf for me, 
VVith your own goodnefs ; That vaſt treaſury, | 
That found you love ſo generous and immenſe, F 
To caſt on me, can find you Recompence. 
A gift of worth my fortune can't bring forth, 
Proportion'd to your kindneſs, or your worth, | 
L.et me ſend whar I can, it will not be | 
Enough for you, though'*t be too much for mie. 
VVhat more to do or fay, I cannot tel], . 
Much I can't do, nor can ſay much, and well ; 
But what ] cannot do, I will deſire, 
And what can't exprels, I ſhali admire. 

May this new year be proſperous/may each hour, | 
Bring you new bleſſings, in a plenteous ſhour ! 
May Heaven ſtill ſmile upon you, and fill blels, 
Alt chart you 4o, and all chat you poſſeſs ! 

May you /;ve long and flouriſh too, that I 
VVhen I zeed ſuccour may know where tofly, AK 
And tind ſupplies ! May all your ations be, 
As beneficial tall, as this ro me, [ 
That when you dye{ greart pitty 'tis you __ 
9:00. 
Ti whole land may mourn, not as your great,but F 
And thongh [I have nor ranſac'k Sea, and Shore, E 
To make you richer, then you were before, | 
T hope this grateful, chough bur rude addreſs, QF: 
May pleaſe you more, though it hath coſt nie leſs. 
XXII 10 
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X XU. 


To his Friend R. H. Eſquire. 


STi, | 


- | Bao I woed you not 1n verſe, or profe, 


To make my name, and me more glorious, 
y being your Clark, the work is done, I find, 
\ot that I'm worthy on't, but you are kind, 
I Therefore theſe /izes addreſs themſelves to you, 
'ot given freely &you, bur paid as due; 
ind chat chey may your kind acceptance win, 
hey"ve ſack(their common badge )with them and 
ind I preſume, wichcur much fcruple, you (in, 
Fay diink old ſack. Alchough rhe year be new. 
I Bur chough Tam not rich enough to fend, 
ifts fit for your” accept 3 nor do intend. 
Penrich Perz : nor think it fit to give, 
Vur betters thatyz by which our felves thould live, 
his will, 7 hope, your candid nature move, 
lauſe I give freely what 7 dearly love; 
nd 7 believe cis true, what ve been told; 
ou love good ſack?, as well as your partner gold. 
inow nor whether you'l like this or no, 
It if-ic be not good, my will 15fo. 
lay it prove excelient / and may all thoſe, 
nat drink it freely, be ingenious. 
dat is be found or made fo! co yours and you, 
ay this Fear Prove as prof perous as new 


* 4 
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May ve live quiet, and lay by our ſwords, 
And have no more /awleſs and boifrous Lords! 
May the law ſtand! may Juſtice rule the roaſt, 
One fober Judge rules better then an hoaft. 
And be afſur'd this rruth you'l ever find ; 
I'le be as dutifull as you are kind. 
Nor ſhall you in your Rolls find out a Man, 
Will ſerve you more then I, though many can 


X XIII. 


Tohis Friend E H. 


FL. 
F thou canit faſhion no excuſe, 
To ſtay at home, as *tis thy uſe, 
VVhenl do ſend for Thee. 
Let neither ſickneſs, way, nor rain, 
VVith fond delnfjens thee detain , 
But come thy way to me. 


7 
Hang t:ch a ſickneſs that has power, 
To ſeize on thee at ſuch an hour, 
When thou ſhouldft take thy pleaſure. 
Go give thy Degor half a Fee, 
T hat it may never trouble thee, 
Lincill chou art at leiſure, 
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0 
VVe have a Cup of Sider here, 
That ſcornes thar Common ftrumpet, Beer 


. And ſuch dull drinks as they're. 
J Their potions made of Hops and Mault, 
I Can only make our fancies hault, 
, This makesthem quick as ay 're. 
cat 


Ceres with Bacchus dares compare, 

And ſwears her fruits che liquor are, 
Thar Poets io 1mplore. 

A ſip of Szck may work a verſe, 

But he char drinks a bowle of Her's, 
Shall thunder out a ſcore. | 


| Jo 
To morrow morning come away, 
Friday weele? vore a happy day, 
In ſpite of Erra Pater, 
And bring wich you a ſpark or twain, 
ouch as will driuk, and drink again, 
FTotreat about the matter. 


Pk 


XXIV. To 


XXII. 


To a Gentleman that fell fick of m 
ſmall Pox. When he ſhould be may 
ried. 


Sr, 


Hen you view theſe cheker'd lines and ſee 
How(bare the colour)like your face theybe 
Yow'l]-think this ſheer to be your looking glaſs 
And all theſe ſpots, the Eccoes of your face. 
VVherein Diſeaſe and Love their field have pighty 
Torry whick is more lovely Red, or JYhite. | 


Like our late Souldiers, who more rage did ſhow 
Unto the place that fed them, then their foe. 
Sickneſs, loves Rivall, envying the place, 
VVhere Cnpid choſe to pirch his tents, your face 
VVenr to write fon}, but Cpid made ir prove 
Spite of his ſpite, the a/phabet of /ove. 
SO as they ſtrove, love ſerv'd him in his trim, 
For as that ſer on you, this ſet on him, (known 
And love that conquers all things, foon nuad: 
To him a burning, greater then his own, 
A ccurlit diſeaſe, durit thou come, crawling hiche 
Toſeparate, whom Heaven had joyn'd together 
Had'tt thou no time to vent thy rage, but this 
When ſwelling hopes did dawn towards their bliſs 
ch zaterregyim *ewixt deſires and joyes. 


The curſe] Vigil of bleft holy dayes / 
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\hat pitty "cis that face where love has been, 
So oft, fo proud coplay ſo fyeetly in, 

By thy dire hand ſhould be ore-curned thus, 
4s tobe made a Campus Martins, 

herein the angry Tork and LancaFer, 


I \ew-vampe and do rerrive their multy ſtir ? 


4s ifthe Red role and che white would be, 

\/here ere they met, ſtil] at Antipathy 

A face that was as clear as day, as bright, 

Should bud with ſtars like an enamellFd night; 

Your ſicknels meant ro turn Aſtronomer, 

Your face the Heaven, and every ſpot a Star. 

Or elſe would write an A/manack, and raiſe, 

By thoſe red Letters-nought bur holy-dayes. 
Wereirt your Byt/ers face, a Man would think, 

They had but been new boylings of the drink; 

Or had his noſe been ſuch, one would have (wore, 

'Twere red with anger,*cauſe he'd drink no more. 

Or had your keeper ſuch, hee'ld ſell ir all 

For harts-horn co make halfrs of knives withall. 

Or if your Cooks were ſuch, how it would fit, 

To grate your ginger, or nutmegs with it ? 

But why on your face ? what was his delign ? 

Was 1t co break the Hymeneal twine, 

That was half cwifted ? Tuſh ! hee's much miſtook, 

Your love was paſt che crits-crofs of a look; 

And your afte&tions are of riper age, 

Then now to gaze on beauties title page, 

Or barely dwell upon the face, thoſe royes 

are Oceand in che hopes of future joyes. | 
Then bluſh no more, but ler your Mrs. know, 


liſs They're bur Loveletters written on your brow, 


ha 


Erch*d by ch* engravers hand, there the may ſee, 
That beantze"s ſubje&ro mortality. 


P How 
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How frail a thing it is, how vain tC adore it, 
VV hat fools are they that /9ve or marry for it; 
And char this fickneſs which hath curb'd yau, is 
But rhe fad prologue to your future bliſs, 
An Ember-week, or Lent, which alwayes falls, 
As faſtiag-eves before your feſtivals. C comes, | 
*T will make you prize your joy the more when'c 

Uſher*'d along by tedious Martyrdomes. 
How acceptable is a plenteous boul, 
When *cis carowſed by a thirity ſoul ! 

So have I ſeen the winter {trip the crees, 
To kt them for their vernal Liveries ! 
And cloth th* old Earth in gray , nip every thing, | 
Before it rowles it {elf into the ſpring. 
So has black night begot a gray-ey'd day, 
90 Sol does rout conſpiring clouds with Ray 3 
As through this {icknels does your joyes come on, | 
And gulfe your hopes in firm fruition. (white, 
When your red-roſe, clubs with your Ladies 
Andas the Ancient flowers did unite, | 
Your happineſs will ſwell, and you wili prove 
The Gemini of joy, as now of Love. 

Theſe things I gueſs not by your face, I find 
Your front isnot the Iudex of your mind. 
Yet by your Phyſnomy, thus much is ment, 
You are not ſpotlef though you're innocenc 

Sir if theſe verſes go as halting pace, 

{I hey ſtumble in the vallies of your face. 


3) | 


To 
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XXV. 


To his Frien;] Mr 1. B. being at Lon. 
don mm the Authors retirement. 


Hough we are now analy”sd; and can'c find, 
How to have mutual preſence, bur in nund; 
I'm bold ro ſend you this, that you. may know, 
Though you're above, yer 1 do live below. _ 
( gold, 
Though I've no bags, that are with child with 
And though my firelels chymnies catch the cold. 
For want of great revenues, yet I find 
I've what's as good as all, a (ated mind, 
I neither mony , want, nor have I ſtore, 
I have enough to live, and asK no more. 
No tiptoed rurret, wioſe aſpiring brow, 
Looks down and ſcornes the humble roofes below; 
My cottage lyes beneath rhe thunders harmes, 
Laughs at the whipers of the winds, or ſtormes. 
My rooms are not inlined with Tapiftry 3 
But ragged walls where a few books may ly. 
| ſl:ghr the ſilks, whoſe ruling whiſpers pride, 
And all che worlds Tz»tologics beſide. 
My limbs inhabite but a Country dreſs, 
Not to adorn, but cover nakedneſs. 
My famili's not ſuch, whoſe gentry ſprings, 
[ike old Mecenaſſes, from Grandfire Kings. 
Pre many Kinred, yet my friends are few, 
Thoſe few not rich, and yet more 1ich then true. 
P 2 I've 
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I've but a drachme of learning, and le(s wit; 
| Yet that's enongh'to fright my wealth from it. 
| Asif thoſe two ſeldom or never meet, 
/ Bur like two Generals that with bullets greet. | 
I ſtudy co live plenteoully, though ſcant; 
How not to have, yer not to care, nor want. 
| Wee've here no gawdy teminines to ſhow, 
| Asyou havein that great Seraglio; 
He that weds here, lyes cloyiter'd in a maid, 
A Sepulcher where never man was laid. 
Ours are with Load-ftone ronch*®d, and never will, 
But right againſt their proper pole, ly ſti!l. 
Yours like Hell-gates do alwayes open lye, 
Like hackney Jades they ſtand ar livery, 
Like treaſuries where each throwes his mite; 
Gulphs of contraries, at once both dark and light, 
Where who {oenters,is like gold refind; 
Paſſing through fire, where Mo/och ſets enſhrind, 
And offers up a whole burnt ſacrifize, 
To pacific thoſe fiiery Dieties, | 
7 have no farr-fetch'd dear-bought delicates, 
Whoſe vertues prized only by their rates. 
Xo fanci'd Kick-ſhawes that would ſerve *tinvite, 
Toa fourth courſe the glutred appetire. 
Hunger's my Cook,my labour brings me meat, 
Which beſt digefts , when it is ſawc'd with ſwear. 
They thar have plurifies of theſe about them, 
Yet dobut live, and ſo do I without them. 
I can fit in my ftudy ſoon, or late, 
And have no Troopers quarrel with my gate; 
Nor break the peace with it ; whoſe innccence 
Stands only guarded in its own defence. 
{ No debtsto ſte for, and no coyn to lend, 
No caufc to fear my foe, nor flight my fricnd. 


| 
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Yer there is one thing which me thinks I han'ts 
And I have ſtudyed to luppiy chat want, 
Tis the Synopſis of all miſery 3 ( Thee. 
'Tis the tenth want { Dear Friend )) the want of 


8 How gleat a joy *rwould be, how great a bliſs, 
8 if we could have a Metanpſycofts ! 


May we once more enjoy 0:r {cives, for ucitner 
[s truly bleft, till we are bleſt rogether, 


A 
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Anelgy on Lady thai dyed before he 


inteuded Nibtals. 


Mong the train of mourners, wivſe ſwolne 
Wallow in tears of;thefe fad oblequues, (eyes 
Admit 112 as a Cypher here co come, 
Whothough am nothing, yer can raiſe a ſumms > 
ind truly [ can mourne as well as they, 
hore ciad in ſable weeds,though mine a3 gray. 
Excuſe me Sir, pattion will (well rhars pen, 
Thank not my tears, | cannot bur lamenc 
Tofrea Lady ready for your bed 
lodeath imbraces yeild her may len heal. 
Andthat Angellick Corps that thauid have been 
\ Cabinec to lodge your Jevvels 1n, 


I Should now b' inbalzg'd with dutt, &made a prey 


To the happy wormes, who may call chat day 
On which her lims unto their loc dil fall, 
Your ſad Solemnicies, their Feftival ; | 
dOuld | noc mourn, 7 could not pay the aye, 
Oftears to her or ſympachy oO you, 
F 3 Þ ©: 


 Theirs are but piſtol, his mourh's Caro bore. 


To have their names enlarg'd, and laſt for ever, 
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For death did flay you both when ſhe did dye, 


So who writes one's muſt write borh's Elegy. 
She was too good for you, ſhe was too high, 
A wife for Angels to get Angels by. 

In whom rhere was as much Divinity, 

And excellence, as could in woman bu: 

Whom you and all did Jove, and did ſuppoſe, 
Fobean Angelin a mortalls cloaths ; 

But Heaven to undeceive you let you know, 
By her mortality {he was not 10. 


XXVII. 


Oz the great cryer at V Veſtmii.ſter-Hal]. 


\ X T hen the great Cryer in that greater room, 


Calls Fannt-le-roy, and Alex-and-er Brome. 
The people wonder ( as thoſe heretofore, 
When the d1ymb(pake ) cohear a Cryer roar, 
The kitling crue of Cryers that do ſtand, 
V Vith Enuches voyces, ſqueaking on each hand, 
Do {1gnifie no more, compar'd to him, 
Then Member Aller did to partiot Pim. 
Thoſe nwke us laugh, while we do him adore, 


Now thoſe fame-thirlty ſpirits thar endevour, 


Muſt be Atturzeys of this Coyrt, and io 

His vay ce ſhail like fames lowdelt trumpet blow / 
Their names abour the World,and make them laſt, 
YVhile we can lend an ear; or he a blaſt 
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| To the memory of that loyal patriot Sir 


I: Cordel Kft. 


G Ron fell the grace and glory of our time, 

Who durſt be good when goodneſs was a crime. 

A Magiſtrate that juſtly wore his gown 

While England had a King, or King a Crown; 

But ftoutly flung it off, when once he ſaw 

Might knock down right, and lu(t did juſtle law. 

His foul ſcorn'd a Demecracy, and wou'd , 

No longer tay, then while the Kingdome tocd; 
And when that fled, his follow'd it, to be, 
foyn'd to his King i'th Hieromonarchy, 


XXIX, 
A Dialozue. 
9. Hat made Venys ſtrike her Son ? 
A. Cauſe he loſt his bow and quiver. 


2. Where is his bow and quiver gone? 
\. To my Mittreſs without doubt. 
9. Prithee how came that about ? 
A. She did but ash, and he did give her, 
For being blind, he eaſly ers, 
And knew not his Mothers face from bers. 
Choras. P 4 0h 
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Oh blame him not for what he d1d do; 
Which of us all would not err ſo too? 


To his Miſtreſs lodging in a room where 
the Sky was tainted. 


| Hen ( my Diviner ſoul )I did of late, 

In thy fair chamber,for thy preſence wait, 
Looking aloft, ( Thou know'ft my look 1s high, 
Elſe I'd nere dare to courc Thee ) I did (py. 
Sun, Moon and Stars, by th' pawwters arc appear 
At once all Culm'nant in one hemifphear ; 

My ſniall 4Frology male me ſuppoſe; 

Thoſe Sympromes made the room prodigious. 

Old time.Clthought) was crmpt and night and day 
Both w0noſy/labled, ro make me fray; 
Heed brok e his ſteps of dayes and hours that he 
Might rowle himſelf into eternity. 

The Sun, as tyred, with the courſe he ran, 
Center'd himſelt in the Meridian : 
And *cauſe 'twas there,l could nor think it night, 
It Nor ducrſt I call it day, *caiife *c gave no light. 
4 | I found the cauſe, and ceaſ:d to admire; 

Thy eyes had floine his light, my heart his fire, 
l And thar's the cauſe why Sun & Moon loox'd dim, 
Thy brighter face out Juſter'd her, and him. 
Bur which increas'd my wonder } | coutd fee, 
No Metecr porten:l this prodigy 3 


Cones 
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Comets all winck'd at this, nor could I ſpy 

One blazing ſtarr, bur my portentive eye. 

But asl mute'd, what Omex this ſhould be, 

They all ftood till, as much amaz'd at me. 

The wandring Playets had forgot to vary ; 
Gazing on me, becaule all ſtationary, 

tnvying thy beauty, they're together gon, 

To make a perfe& conſtellation. 

And their conjunttions r* imicate our lips, 

Was but a loving kifs, not an Eclipſe; 

ſo! drawes a Regiment of ſtars, to be 

Tapersto light thee into bed to me. 

Yer could nor ſhine, untill they were inſpir'd, 

By the ſame flames, by which my heart was fir'd. 
Come then Iye down,do thou withdraw thy light, 
They'l be to pleaſe usa perpetual nighr. 

$v/ ſhall be Cupid, blind, and chou his mother, 
And as wee've marr'd one Sun, we'l get anather. 


tO C—————— 


EE ERR o———_— _ 
- 
» —_] 


XXXI. 
A new years gift. 


THc ſeafon now requires a Man ſhould ſend 
Some worthy preſent to his worthier Friend. 
And [I ( though poor in purſe ) do wear a heart, 
Thar is ambirious to perform a part 

In celebration of this new born day, 


I And baving nothing topreſent, Il pray 


This year may be to me, as well as you, 
S much more bleſt then tother, as more ney, 


Ana 
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 Andmit ſo much happineſs abound, 

To turn us all co good, yernor turn round. 
And may the Sun, thar now begins © appear, 
I'th Horizon touſher in the year, 

Melt all thoſe fatuous Vapors, whoſe falſe light 
Purblinds the Worid, & leads them from the right; 
And may our S9/ like that rife once again, 
Mounted triumphant in a proſperous raign, 
May all thoſe Pha-rons that (pite o*th crown, 
Would guide his chariot, tumble head-long down: 
So {hall che Land wich happinefs be crown'd, | 
When men turn right, and only years turn round, 


XX XII, 


On the Quee;:s going beyond Sea. 


een 

hen on the watry World , our _ 
\ *Gan to be toſs"d,as on the /a24 {h* had been, 
The joy full warers did begin co aſpire, 
And would tranſelement themlclves to fire. 
And ever lince it has been hard to ſwear 
Whether the Earth, or vvater higheſt were. 
The late ſcorn'd Sea will now it (elf prefer, 
Bearing the belt thar earth could boaſt of; Her, 
When firſt ſhe lanch'd, th*ambirtions waves no more | 
V Vouid kiſs the lips of their oft waſhed ſhoar, 
But with uniced motion all did rife 
To bear the ſhip ; that her,ro kifs the skics. 
The ſhip, like Noabs ark, did floar abour, 
And kept the waters that would enter,out. 


For 


een 
JUS 
en, 
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'or werethe vvorid redrown'd, what good has 
In it, in her Epitomiz'd 15 {een. C been 
The ſturdy billowes, if they did a1iſe, 

'Vere checKd by th? power of her majeſticx eyes, 
'Vhen ever any to rebel] appears, 
For grief it did difſolve it felfto tears; 

he moving compals had forgot to itir, 
In ſtead o'th Northpole pointed {till at her ; 
\t which the P;/ot wondering, he ſpies 

wo North-poles culminant at once, her eyes. 


INo marvail then, the compaſs pointed thither, 


For her magnerick ſoul drawes all tings with her, 
The Ocean fcorn'd Neptunes tridentine ſway, 

ind would no more a King bur Dneey obey. 

Nay Neptune thought ſhe had a Vers been, 

Sprung from the frothy Sea to be his 9 »cex, 

and whiſpering Zeophyrus if he did flir, 

Twas not to blovv, but to ſuck breath from her, ' 
The Mariners , vvhen ere ſhe breathed, thoughe 
That precious Amber *bout the ſhip did float. 
Widdow Arabia did begin to grieve, 

To ſee her Phenix on the waters hve, 

The Semi-{unar Dylphin having feen : 

Her face, vvould ftra:ght falute beras the Queen, 
The amorous Syrers did altogether throng , 
Hoping t' entice herrto them by a ſong. 


Her brow(as though commandwere written there) 
Did more {way them, then all their voyces her. 
The litcle fifhes met and did rejoyce , 


' 


Dancing to thi nick of the Syrexs voyce. 


[All in their ſeveral poſtures ſtrove” expreſs 


Hovy much her pretence vvould their manſions 
Ail praying herco itay, but all in vain, (bleſs. 
\t length ( though loth ) they landed her again. 
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The ſhoar's a Paradiſe, where ſhe was driven, 


And { but her Charles lacked her)'t had been 
C Heaven 


XX A&I. 


Tpon 3s tare ftola by a Trooper. 


VV jet her go, ['{l vex my ſelf no more, 

Lat my heart breax,like ro my table 
( GOOT, 

Twas but a Marezif {he be gone,ſhe's gone ; 

"Tis nor a Mare that 7 do ttand upon, 

Now by this Crofs I am fo temperare grown, 

Pi bridle nature, fince my mare is gone. 

] bave a lictle learning, and leſs wit, 

Thar wealch 1s ſure, no cheif can pilfer ir. 

All worldly goods are frail, and vaiiable, 

Yea very Fades are now becoin? un'tatle. 

Riches they ſay have wings, my mare had (o, 

For though the had legs, yer ſhe could hardly $0. 

Bur thieves and fate have (uch a ſtrong command 

To make thoſe go, which have no feer ro ſtand. 

She was wel] skil'd in writing Elegies, 

And every mile writes, Here my Rider ljes. 

Now fince I've nere a beaſt ro ride upon, 

Wou'dI might nere go, my verle thall run. 

I'll monnt on Pegaſus, for les fo poor, 

From thief or crue-man, one may ride (ſecure. 


ven, (would not rack invention for a curſe, 
en No plague the Thief, for fear] make him worſe. 
avenf would nor have him hang'd,for that would be, 
Sufficient for the law,bur not for me. 
charity I with him no more pain, 
put to reftore me home my Mare again. 
nd cauſe T would not have good cuſtomes alter, 
w1iih who has the Mare, may have the halter, 


I» im 
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oo) Upon riding on 4 tired horſe. 


Was hor, and our Olympick Charioter, 
L Limbeck'd che body of the Traveller, 
hich co prevent, T like the Sun did go z 
e was on horſe- back, I on horſe-back too. 
hus my all conquering name-fake us'd to | ride 
is ſtallion as ] did mine bettride: 
0oN we £0 to view the defolaction 
Pf cuat half plague to our diftreſied Nation, 
Put my horſe was ſo ſuperſticious grown, 
4 Pe would fall down, and worthip every ſtone. 
Pay hein reverence to cach holy place, 
Vas ofcen ſeen to fall upon his face. - 
nd had 7 been indin'd ro Popilhneſs, 
[ needed have no other crots bur this. 
Vithin a mile or two withour command, 
Do what 7 could, this ] ade. would make a ſand, 
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7 prais'd him, thinking glory were a ſpur 

Toprick him en, all would not make him fiir. 

All worldly things do poſt away we know, 

But yet my horſe would neither run nor 90, 

What everlaſting Creature ſhould this be, 

That all things are leſs permanenc then he! 

So 1ong I kick'd, the people did ſuppoſe, 

The arm-Jeſs man had bear a drum with*« woes, 

Bur though a march or an alar'm T bear, 

The fencelets hoife took all for a retreat, 

Tie peoplzs jeers mov?d me tonoremorke, 

No more then al] my kicks did move my hoil: 

Had Fhietons horſes been as mine is, They 

Needed no reynes, they*l never run away. 

I wilh'd for old Copernicus to prove { nrove 

That while we boch food frill, che Farth woul 
- - (meat 

Oh for an Earthquake, that the hills might 

To bring us home, though we mov'd not our fre: 

Ali would not do, I was conftrain'd to be, 

The bringer up of a foot company. 

But now in whar a wofull caſe were 7, 

Tf like our horſemen ] were put to fly. 

with all C@wards( if that be too much) 

Half of our hor{emen, which Þ' 11 ſwear are fuch , 

In the next fight when they begin to flee, | | 

They may be plagu'd with atyr'd hozſe lixe me 


1, 


EM 


XY XV, 
To his Friend, I. B. 


Jiou think that I tothee fully known; 

Yet thoult nor think how powerfuil | am 
[can work miracles, and when I do (grown, 
Think on thy worth, think thee a wonder too. 
Thy conſtant love and lines in verſe and prote, 
axes me think thee and them miraculous. 

\ſy (elf am from my (elf, both here and chece | 
Suppote my felf grown an Vlitiqrary. 

Wearea miracle, and tis with us 

as with 7oha Baptiſt and his Lazarus. 


| rhou, and thou arc 1, and *ctis a wonder, 


That we both live, an4 yer both live aſunder. 
Come then, lec's meer agen; for Uncill we 
Unice,the times can't be art unity. - 

Bur if this Qiltance mult ft1ll incerpoſe, 

Lervveen my eye and thee,yer let us cloſe 

In mind, and chough our necks by-forked grovvn, 
Spread- Eagle like,yer let our Brealts be one. 


Tranſlated 


XXXVI. 


Tranſlated out of Petſeus, 


Don's remember I did dip, 

In the Caballine ſpring my lip; 
Nor on tyvo-top'd Peraaſſus (leep, 
That thence I ſhould a Poer creep. 
The pale Pyrexe and Helicon, 
] for thoſe men vvill let alone, 
T' vvhoſe brovves the rambling TIvy's cling ; 
Yetl a clown, my verſes brin 
To th' Muſes altars. Who did thovyv 
The Parrat %*#, vvho the crow 
Of old vvith hollovv voyceto prate ? 
Or pies our vvords to inutate ? 
Arts Maſter, Need,vvhich wit beſtovves ; 
PFhis Arciſt makes us come to thoſe 
VVords vvhich our Mature us denies, 
Make crowes turn Poets, and the Pjes 
Turn Peetreſſes that can ling 
Syveet verſes from the Pegaſean ſpring. 


XXXYII, 


Upon the milcarrier of Letters betwixt 
ris Friend and im; 
An Execrations 


A vhy to me ? dull ſcanner of the ground, 

\Vas there no other pack=horſe to be found, 

To bear the weight of ſuch a grand abuſe, 

But only I 2 1'le wake my fleeping Muſe, 

ind fend her poſt to th* black abyſs of Hell 

Toferch me curſes, curſes dyre and fell. 

[1 mount on Pegsſius, and make him go, 

From Friend to Friend, as ſwift as thou art flow. 

Peridious Traycor could thine impious hands 

Dare to uifcarry, what true love commands ? 

Had it þeen newes, or pamphlets, or the rude 

Inventions of the cock-brain'd mulcicude, 

New modells of Religion, or the falſe , 

Ly-legends which we here call Diurnals; 

bad there been treaſon againſt the King or State, 

They deferv'd thine, & thou had fcap'd my hate, 

Luc theſe were embaſlies of (ous that be 

vo pure, they dare diſpute vvich purity. 

Thar witl nor club with creaſon,nor becroth, 

There ſouls to ſchiſme,bur are eſtrang'd from both, 
( froth 

oÞi2:4 they been complements or th* adulterate 

f inckhorn wits, © bad nere incens'd my wroth. 
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For *tis but reaſon ſuch vain toyes as they ate, 
Should be diſſolv!d to their firſt matter, Air. 
Had they been meerly iſſues of the brain, 

And had been Joſt, that might to work again, 
But when the heart's engag'd, what pitty *cis 
A chiid of thar ſhould ever fare amiſs? (were, 


_ Badft thou but known how ſweet thoſe accents 


How full of love thou would'it have took more 
{ Care, 
Why did't thou go to flop thar bletted Tine 
That was to be 'civixt their aſpe&s and mine ? 
Do't thou not know what good, what bleſt ee: 
The Land will have from ſuc! 'benigne alnects ? 
Alas when Mercury doth meet with Fave, 
Lilly can tell chee their portents are love, 
Tm toth to ſtudy for lome new found curſe, 
For fear I thould be heard, and thou be worte. 
Firſt for thy horſes would their reeth may be 
Greas d at each Inne,which none mayhelp but me, 
May alltheirold ditcaſes never fat, 
Their feet have fcabs doubled for every nail, 
That thou may'ſt like Tom. Long for ever 20, 
And ne*'re come where thou art align d unto , 
And ſo may'it ne're be crufted with a pack, 
mo of plagues, and may thoſe break chy back. 
ay it cthoune're carry loyal letters more ? 
Bet Pack y ſongs berwixt a Pimp and's whore, 
But when ch? haſt fwear and travel d all the day, , 
May 'it thou have neirher meat, drink,bed nor paz 
May ail the way be firew'd with Wis his men, 
An Ou ſcapi ing one, may "it meet with ten, 
And may _ rake thy horſes and thy fore, 
And vang thy 1;des becaiufe thou haſt no more. 
ay atl theſe plagues unice that they may be 
25UETO Thee, as thou fro me. 
AANYUL. to 
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| thought cach face a painted | Sepulchers 


That wore bur beauty on t 1 did tuppoie; 
T hat outward beauty hau been ONinous, 
And that © had been fo oppolite to wit, 
Asitnere wiſdome met, nor Vertue if. 
Your face confures me, and i do begin 
To know my errour,and repent my tit. 

For on thoſe Rofie cheeks I plainly lee 

And read my former thoughts cefor mity. 
I could beheve Hyper>olic 5, U!: d £10k 
That praife to ow chac Howes from pen and in; 
Thar you reall Anoel; when 1 look on you, 
I'm wen 4 co think the 7 Ca PIParu * RELONS TUE 
Nay I dare twear { though once I ca abnorit 
Thar Men love \omen, and ave realGir for its 
The Lapidadies now thall learn to tet 

Their Diamonds in gold, and not mn Jer. 

The Proverb's cr oft; for 10w a man nay find 

A beaut eous face th* Index of ſuch @ mind. 

How 7 could praiſe you, and your worth diſplay, 
Bur that my ravith'd pen 1s forc\l to ſtay; 

nd when I think CVexprets your ptirer faſhion; 
My exprefhons turn to tum d Admiracion, 
Natures perfection ! She by forming thee # 
Proves the has now inf e2/linility. 


4 You're 


T2 pardon Lady; by my troth I err, 
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Yowre an Exchiridion, whom Heav'n did print, 
To copy by, with no errata in't. 

You're my Urania , nay within you be 

The Muſes mer in their Tertrinity. 

Elſe how could | turn Poer, and retain, 

My baniſh'd Muſe into my thoughts again !/ 
See what your wit, ſee what your beauty can; 
T* make a Poet's more then © make a Man; 
Pve wit b'infuſton, nay I've beauty too, 

I chink 'm comely if you think me {o. 

Add to your vertues love, and you may be 

A wife for ove , prey let that Jove be me. 


XXX. 


To bis Miftris married to anothcr. 


Arried ? and I not dead ? it cannot be, 
[s nothing certain but uncertainty ? 
Can erurh it ſe}f prove falſe? I ſhould as ſoon 
Have thougar rhe Sun vary'd into a Moon, 
And that the Poles that nere knew how to vary, 
Furn'd ? /2xets now, and grow unſtationary. 
Buc Sol h.45 chang'd his courte, and we all know 
Thoſe we call Poles, are planetary too 
You whom I thought a Goddeſs, now 1 ſee, 
Are but a woman, by y'r inconſtancy. 
See what the covetous love ofawealth can doz 
It makes fair Ladies faiſe and toolith too. 
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t, Þ£ could be ſorry now, or vext, or worſe; 
Eut wrath orſorrow will enlarge my curſe. 
That anger s fooliſh and that forrow's vain, 
That's us'd for that which can't be had again. 
But what's this thing call'd marriage 2 muſt you be 
Cloyſter'd by that from all ſocicty ? 
3 [Mufſtoniy he enjoy you as a ride ? 
And by his feait, famith the whole World beſide #2 
You only did proclaim, when you did wed, 
Thar borch together meant to go to bed, 
IiVnatneed all this ado? can't we { my hony 
Do the faine thing without. Ceremony, 
Or proclamation? where two hearts agree, 
Marriage 1s but a ſuperflity. 
Natiire did nerre intend ( without all doubt 
Tobang ſuch a Jewel only in his fnowc, 
\or were you made only for one Mans food, 
N ot for the private, but the common goo 1. 
You have my heart, and do but len} me thine, 
[i give the Prieft che Iye, and ſay th' art mine. 
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On tje turn-coat C lerg d 


J HatC/ergy-men are changeable, and teach 
tThac now *gainſt which they will to miorrow 
|; an undoubced cruth ; but that in this (preach, 
heir varzation they do ought amits, 
tedfaitly deny 3 The World welſee 
Preferves it felf by mutabilicy; 
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An by aninitation each thing 1n it 
Preſerves it ſelf by changing every minnte 3 
The Heavenly orbes do move, and change, and 
The much admired muſick of the ſphears. (ther's 
TheSun, the Vioon;the Stars do alwayes vary, 
The times turn round {t1l], nothing ſftationary- 
Why then ſhould we blame Clerg yen, that do 
Becaiſe they*re Jeavinly, like the Heavens go ? 
Nay th* Earth it (elf, on which wetread{( they ſay) 
Tunes round and's moving {ill ; then vvhy not | 

Cthey ? | 

Our bodies till are changing from our birth, 
Till they return to their firft matter, Earth. 
VVe cfravv in atr, and food, that air and food 
Incorporates and turns our fleſh and blood. 

Then vve breath out our ſelves in {vveat,and vent 

Our fleſh and blood by ute, and -xcrement, 

VVith ſuch continuall chang®, #at none can (ay, 
Be's the ſame man that he was Yelterday, 
Belides, all Creatures cannot chooie but be 
By mrch the worſe for cheir ſtability. 

F or fandins pouls corrupt, Wile running ſprings 
Yeild fweer refreſhment too ail other things. 
(know, 

The higheft Church-things ofceneſt change, we 
The weather-cock thar ftands oj; rop does {o. 
The bells when rung in changes beſt do picale, 
The N:ehtiizpall, tic minafrel of the tices, 
Varies lier note, while che dull Cucko tings 
Only one note, no aiwvtitory brings. 

Why then ſhould we admire our Lovites change, 
Since tis their nat ral motion ? *Fis not itiange 
To fee a fith to iwim, or Fagie fly; 

Nor is their Proteay nutadility 
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More worth our wonder, bue *tis fo in faſhions 
[e merits our applauſe , and imitation, 

But I conclude, leaſt while] {peak of change, 

] ſhall too far upon one ſubject range. 

And ſo become unch angeable, and by 

My prattice give my do&:ine here the 1ye, 


To bis Friend Mp, 1. it on bis Tran- 
_[tition of the Romance, cali d The in- 


nocent zinpoſt; ire. 


Rom forrain ſoy]; He at the firſt did ſpring, 

Whom conguelt crown'd, and cuſtom kept our 
( King. 

And from the ſame , this fancy, whom this pen 

Has of an Alien made a Denizcn. 

Diipute w:0 dares: The Luc of the brain 

Admurs a tranſplantation , like the train 

That buds with Stars; and in this do hir, 

The two fac Totums, Monarchy and wit. 

The induttirious Merchant gluited with the things 

Thar are produced by our motaer ſprings, 

Ranſacks che Ocean, traficking for more 

And rarer beauties from the forraign {hore 

And makes our happineſs not only be 

nnecefiarics, but varicty. 
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So thou with equal diligence hait gone 

To fetch the merchandize of Hel:con. 

Not but that wit and fancy here will be, 

A native and ſtaple commodity. 

Or thac compoling ſtories and Romances, 

Were only entayVd to wits that live beyond Seas 
Bur as in dearth, we oft ſupply our ſtore, 

From thoſe chat we perhaps reliev'd before. 

So now when rare Inventions and immenſe, 

Are parch'd and (hrunk up into hardly ſence, 

For want of due rewards, that ſhou'd diflill, 
From theſe new Tympanies, and we call hills, 
Yo're fain to forage for whatere mult be, 
Beyond Diurnals or a Mercury. 

Yer bt'nt diſcouraged; for here's no exciſe, 

Nor cuttom paid on thefe commodities. 

And he that trades in wit by Sea or Land, 
Needs nor a convoy, fears no Rocks nor Sand. 
Fhis traftick 13 ſecure againſt the thump 

Of Spazns armado or the Be/yick, Trump , 

And the proceed oc, thougl in chis mad Nation, 
Is free from plunder, and trom ſequeſtration. 

T Co commend thy choice too, for of all 

The ſciences, thas is mott cordial, | 
Preſenting notions to the curious mind, 

Of whai below we never (ee nor hind. 

Herein do ditfer Hiftory, and this; 

FThis ſhews what ought cobe, that ſhews what 1s; 
Ungratefuil we, if that we ſhould receive 
This precious jewel, and ſhould nothing give 
To Taree or tots Author ; Therefore] 

Offer thefe lines ro both your memory, 

To teitife my thanks, though not my skill; 
What's fo weil done, mift not be prayſed 11, 
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But I nic«-name my duty, whenl ſay 
I give, or offer, when ] only pay. 


Seas, 
X LI; 


A Satyre on the Rebellion. 


R ge me no more to fling, I amnot able 
To raiſe a note, ſongs are abominable. 
ea Davids pſaimes do now begin to be 
ur'd out of Church, by hymxes extempare. 
nd. [No accentsare ſo pleaſant now as thoſe 
bat are Czſura'd through the Paſtors noſe. 
[11 only weep our miſery and ruth, 
10n, lam no Port, for I ſpeak the truth. 
Behold a (cifagainſt ic (elf doth fight, 
\nd the left hand prevails above the right. 
te grumbling guts, the belly of the State, 
Unthankfull for the wholſom food they are, 
cich at their head, and do begin to (light 
he Cates, to which they had an apperite. 

t is; [[hey long for kick-ſhawes,and new fangled diſhes, 
(or which all love, but which each fancy wiſhes. 
Bcbold a glorious Phebys tumbling down, 

/hile the rebellious bards uſurpe the Crown. 
Behold a Zeem of Phaetons aſpire 
lo giide the Sun, and ſet the World on fire. 
\!l goes to wrack, and it muſt needs be ſo, 
Vien thoſe would run,that know not how to go. 
Behold 
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Behold a Jawfull Soveraipy to whoſe mind 
Diſhoneſty'sa ftranger,now confind. 

Tothe Azarchich pow'r of thoſe whoſe reaſon 

Js flat rebe!7ion, and their rruth-is Treaſor. 
Bchold the loyal SubjeQs pill'd and poll'd, 
And from Algere to Tunis bought and (old. 
Their Goods (equeſtred by a legal ſtealth, 
The private robb'd r uphold the Commuy-wealths 


And thoſe the only plunderers are grown , [ 
Of others States, that had none of theit own. 

Robbers no more by night in ſecret go, J6i 
They have a Licence now for what they do. JÞ 
Ifany tothe rulers do complain, Jl 
They know no other godl;zefs but gain, Da 
Nor give us any plaiſter for the fore Jt 0 
Of paying much , but only paying more. ic 
What ere we do or ſpeak, how ere we live, I 
Alli; acquitted if we will but Give; I 
They fit in Bulwarks, anddo make the lawes 
But fair pretences toa fowler cauſe, | bs 


And horſe-leech-like cry give, whar ere they ſay, 
Or ſing, the burden of their fong is Pay. | 
How wretched 1s chat State ! how full of wo, | 
When thoſe that ſhould preferve, do overthrow! $- 
When they rule us, and ore them cry raignes, | 
Who ſtill cry Give, and alwayes gap: tor gains! 

But on thofe Fudges lyesa heavy cufz2, 

Thar micaſure crimes by the delinqueats purle, 

The cime will come when the y do ceaſe ro jive, | 
Some will cry Take,as fait as they cry*d Give. [0 


ALI. On | 
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On a pair of V irginals. 


Eath, that ties up the rongnes of Man and 
JL/YAnd to eachching gives a Onietys ef, (Beaſt, 
JGives me a tongue; and I that could not be 
Jeſt with a voice, now boaſt variety. 

JThe rale of {mphion which could make each tree 
Dance ro his maufick, is fulfill'”d in me. 

Jfor lo the liveleſs Facks lavalcoes take 

Ic char ſweer muſick which themſelves do make. 
Jie varions-ſounding ſtrings in conſort come, 
Jlo make my narrow-bulke Flizinm 3 

J uf Emblern of the Stare; for in this wiſe, 

Jie juft now falls, that bur jJuft now did riſe. 

1 © wouid che Subjects in this Realme agree, 
And meet like ſtrings to make one harmony. 
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fOz 2: Comedie called The paſſronate 


lovers. 


| (know 
| T2 I nere faw thoſe Playes, nor cre did 
The Author well, nor love with paſion ſo, 


o 
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To be a name for Terence Comedio, 
But do ſuppoſe who ere the lover be, 
Thar's really ſuch as the Poer writ, 


Would have leſs love, if he had had more wit, | 
Yer as tl old Topers, when their drinking 
Do love to fit, and ſee the work go on. Coone) 
And as old men when their performance fails, 
Can clap their wings wich telling ſmutr*d tales; 
So though we've loſt the life of playes che ſtage, | 


If we can be Rewembrancers to the age. 
And now and then let glow a ſpark in print 


To tell the World ther's fire ſtill lodg'd ich flint | 


We may agen b'enlightned once and warm'd, 
Men cart be civil till they be inform d. 

Walk wiſely on ; Time's changeable, and what 
V Vas once thrown down, 1s now again reach «: 
And we may fee pleaſure and honour crown 
The Stage, when inconliftent Tubs kick'd down 


XLY. 
To the high-Sheriff of 8. 


Str, 
ou have giv'n us Poets entertainment, 


Good chear and wine;we give you Poets pay-|þ 


( ment, 
Good words and rythme 3 but you out-do us here, 
You match our Rythme; bur we can*c march your 


( chear. 
And 


: Sh 
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Jind here's the reaſon, which our Mules grieves, 
Iheritfs are made Poers, bur nere Poets Sheriffs, 
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1 To G. B. Fiq; 


tf 


t Promis*d ro come to you Sir, *tis true, 
And intended what I promis'd yau. 
ut Heaven(thart all chings orders)chought not fit, 
ſe rvvo ſhould meer, and therefore hinder'd it, 
-& Not that our meeting had offenſive been 
0 God or Manor we had ſarid between 
Ye dangerous rocks of company, which wits 
nd no wits daſh again#, when in their fits, 
hey (cofte ar ſacred matters and blaſpheme, 
Ir make Stateſmen or buſineſſes their cheame. 
but ſuch a Worid of Heavenly drink came down, 
be floods did riſe and all rhe Country drown; 
en that had ſouls unpoiſable like mine 
oat as drown'd flies do in agla(s of wine. 
vrſes and boors were uſeleſs, and yon know, 
ye no hanging look; and being ſo 
at, have the art of ſinking, I wasne're 
ed *mong the fiſh, nor were at Weſtminiter, 
-$ any drown'd, though you and I both know, 
me have been us'd as badly there, and though 
->Fiſes the teacher *cis the rother end, 
For that which me from drowning can defend 
«Fs vvork's for Sayiours, not a land Artourneyy 
r tis become a yoyage,not a Journey, 
d And 


ry 
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And he that goes to Ex'ter novv from hence, 
From that exploit may very vvell commence 
A navigator, vvhich ct attempt fear, | 
And thought it ſafer to ſtay drinking here, A 
| 2s Cinz © 
Andfend you this from him that far more vvil0! 
To vvrite ten verſes then to pay five ſhillings, 


(83 
| 
| 
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To bis reverend Friend Dr. S. on hilſe, 
pious and learned book. Ve 

" Ye 

T 


TFT He times are chang'd, and the miſguided ro 
L Now tug to pull in what they tumbled our, I 
And with like eagerneſs. The fa&tious crue, J!C 


Who r1iz'd all, are now expos'd to view : Th 
Their vizor's off, and now we plainly ſee Th 
Borh what they are, and what they ain!'d to bQ0* 
And what they meant to do to us and ours, En 
If either ours or we were in their pow'rs. An 


That vipirous brood of Levi who gnaw*d througgan 
Their mothers bowels, and their Fathers too, Fl: 
To break a paſſage to their lewd defignes 
Have found th* effe&s of all their under mines, Or 
And ſee themſelves out-acGted in their ſhow, WI 

- By ſucking Sprouts that out of them did gro In 
They're now out-wink'd, out-faited & out-tuay' Th 
Their Pulpics reap thoſe fields, which they h: WW | 

(drm 
W 
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Who fplit the Church into fo many Schiſmes, 
The zeals of theſe eats tothers Patr;archiſmes. 
ind Vermin-like they---do that corps devour, 
\Vhoſe putrefadion gavethem life and pow're 
Now they repext C though late ) and turn to you 
Of the 0/4 Church that's conftant, Pure and true. 
( ftay'd 
Thanks to ſuch lights as you are, who have 
I that firm cruth, from which they fondly ſtray'd, 
Endur*d reproach, and want, all violent ſhocks | 
Winch rowP'd lixe Billovvs, vvhile pox ftood like 
(Rocks, 
Unmov'd by all their fury, kepr your ground, 


Jfix'd as the poles, vvhiles they kept rvviriing 


Submitted to all rage, and loft your all, (rounds 
let ne're comply'd vvith, or bow'd knee to Baz. 
You presch'd for love of preaching, vvith delire 
T zafruc, and to reform, while pay aud bire, 
( you, 

Which made them preach, vvere ta'ne avvay from 
You ſtill ſtrove on, and led the people through. 
That 1/ilderneſs of errour, into vvhich 
Thoſe Tgnes fatui , tempted by the ircch (Times 
OF Pride and change had led them, and vvhen ch” 
Lnvying your vvorth, voted your ſermons crimes, 
and made ic treaſon to relieve or hear you, 
And covſtituted to affront and jeer you, 
Thole Patentees of graces and good livings = 

g1VINgS 
Grovvn rich vvith fees, and fat vvith full chanks=- 
WhorovvPd a ftone upon your mouths for feac 
Truth would find our a reſurrection there: 


$7 en from che preſs you pionſly did ſhevvy 


I" bat,vvby, & hovv,yve ſhould believe and knovyz 


And 
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And pray and praCtice z made it out to tis uf 
Why our Church-Infticuces vvere theſe and thuKhf 
And hovv vve ought t'obſerve them, ſo that vve Is, 
May find them chat, vvhich of themſelves they beiy 
Commands and comforts : This Sir vve do find Wh 
Perform'd by this rare iſſue of your mind. ls - 
Your pious and your profitable lines, k 
| Which can't be pray &d by ſuch a pen as mine's, ſo 
i But muſt b' admir'd and lov*d,and you muſt be Br 


For ever thank'd and honour'd too by me, _s 
And all that knovv or read you; fince you do fc, 
Supply the pious and the learned too. 19 


So vvell, that both muſt fay, to you they ow þ 4 
What good they prattice, and what good cheylir 
( knonFhc 
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To Celonel Lovelace on his Poems. ffou 
is 
ot 

v7 through the Chas crept the firſt born ray f 
That was not yet grown up to be a day, Fw 

( ry thmep®V 

And forni'd the World ; as do your powerfulſ® 
Through the thick darkneſs of theſe verſeieſPÞ: 
lf | : ( times be; 
| Theſe antingenious dayes, this boyſtrous age, Þ 11 
/' Where there dwells nought of Poctry but rage : 
SH ” 


Tr) 
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[uſt ſo crept learning forth the rav*nous fire 
fche Schifmatick Goths, and Vaxdats ire : 
isdo In theſe more barbarous dayes our times, 
'Vhen what was meaur for ruine, but refines. 
'hy mayn'c we hope for Reſftauraticn, when 

s ancient Poets Townes, the new rais'd men , 
he tale of Orpbens anc 4mphion be 
2 Foth foiid truths wich this Mythalop y ? 
or though you make not ſtones & trees to move, 
et men more fenceleſs you provoke to love. 
can*r bur think, ſpice of the filth that's hurl'd 
)ver this ſmall Exch*ridion of the World, 
\ day will break, when we again may ſee 
NFVics like themſelves, club in an harmony. 
#Fhough Prlpiteers can't do it, yer *cis fit 
vets have more ſucceſs , becauſe more wit. 

( verſe 
ſheir Proſe unhing'd the Scate;why may 'nt your 
oliſh thoſe ſouls, that were fi1'd rough by theirs? 

0 on, and proſper ; chough [| wanc your skll , 
t weighty matters tis enough to will. | 
ind novy the Reader looks T ſhould help near 
our glories Trophy, elfe what make I here? 
1s not to praiſe you; for one may as well | 
otell Committees that there isan hell, 
7 Jr tell the World there is a Sun, ,as praiſe 
our amorous fancy, which ic ſelf can't raiſe 
(ove Envies reach or flatteries; Ladies love 
ſſo kiſs choſe accents ; who dares diſapprove 
(hat they ſtile good? our lines, our lives, and all; 
Fherefore the cauſe why theſe are fixed here, 
livery-like to ſhew ſome great man's near, 
4 Lec them ftand baxe, and ufher ,* not commend; 
They are not for Excomiums, bur t' attend. 


R On 
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On the famous Romance,called The inno- 
cent Impoſtor, 


TT vil be expe&ted now that I ſhould raiſe 


Some Monument unto the A4rthors prayle, 


The I/orks, or the Tranſlators; elſe | tear, 
The Reader *l1 wonder, what I do make here. | 


Tis grown Apocryphal, and by the 1/:ts 
Quite voted dawn ; VVho hold it not befts 
A trae-born Faxcy, to be Smithfield-wiſe I 
Pur off with To/l and Vorchers; this defies 

Such Crutches; for tis of ſoclear a Nature \ 
Twill paſs without the Chaplins Tmprimatur, 7 
Or our Certificates. Belides1 carry ; 
l{ Such adiſliketo all things Cy#omary, 7 
 PÞIl cheatall expeation, and will be 


Thankful! tothem, bur chiefly unto rhee. 4 
In theſe Se/f-exded timies we only do 7 
Or thank or praiſe thoſe we're beholding to; G 
So call our Fuſt;oe Charity, and ſay | A 


VVedo beſtow, when we do anly pay. 
For though the worx be rare ; yet ſhould ir be \ 
Still in its areſs , what had it been to me ? 7 
And though tranilated by rhis worthy pen, M 
 Ifnot expoicd to the view of Men, | 
.Thad ne're feen'c perhaps. But fince all three 
'Haveclubb*'d m this produ&ion, I muſt be D 
Gratefull co all, and to vive ail your right, - A 
Muſt prayſe,and {ave and thank $c/{rr;DPod ,Hright T 


l 


_ 


þ 
j 


| 
); 


cmpunme# wenmandy] ennunLGrnp__— e www woman women Qrepromarmum_—s oooncty 


L. 
O Dr. }. his divine Romant 


Ow rare ! how truly noble's this deſigne 
Fomake us fall in love with things divize! 

And raife our paſſions with ſuch pious flames, 
To court thoſe truths, which lay diſguis*d in aames 
Perplex'd and crabbed, and did heretofore 
Lie undiſcoverd in their ſullen Ore; 
And ſeemed unamiable to the ſenſe, 
Cauſe zaattainable but by th? expence 
Of undelight ſome labour and much time. 

This zew invention expiates the crime, 
Which did too much adh eare to youthful love; 
DireGts che ſoul to doat on things above, 
And conſecrates th* afeFoxs to extend 
Their violent tio to their proper end. 

The raviſh'd Pulpit which of lace was made 
A place,not of ;n#ruG:on but of trade, 
Where Higlers in Divinity did ſell 
Salvation to us, and made heaven and hell 
At their diſpoſal, and the way to bliſs 

More hard and crabbed then it ought or 1s; 
And did advance the people or cond emn 
To this or that, juſt as we bumor'd them: 
Made ſome thoſe heavenly diſhes to deteſt 
And loath, *cauſe they ſo naFily were dreft. 

Bur this ingenuous Authour makes that food 
Delightſome to the taſte as well as good; 
And with ſuch flowers the paihs to virtue ftrews, 
That the dull ſoul to heav'n delighted goes, 

R 2 
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V V hat love, what praiſe, what great reward is fir 
To his great worth, who with Celeſtial wit 
Informes and ſan&tfies our minds, and brings 
Our ſouls above theſe low rerreſtr:al/ thing) ! 
A crown of Stars mutt deck his learned brow, 
The lawrel garlands's too unworthy now. 


XXX, 


On the loſs of a Garriſon meditation. 


Nother City loſt ! Alas poor King ! ſpring. 
As: future griefs from former griefs do 
The WorlJs a feat of change;:Kingdoms & Kings 
Though glorious, are but ſublunary things, 
Croſſes and bleſſings kiſs; ther's none that be 
So happy, bur they meer with miſery, 

He thar ere while fate centred to his Throne, 
And all did homage unto him alone ; 

Who did the Sceprter of his power diſplay 
From pole to pole, while all this rule obey, 
From ſtair to ſtair now tumbles, tumbles down, 
And ſcarce one pillar doch ſupport his Crown. 
Town after Town,Field after Field, 

This turnes, and that perfidiouſly doth yield: 
He's banded on the trayterous thought of thoſe 
Thar Fanus like, look to him and his foes. 

In vain are Bulwarks, and the ſtrongeſt hold, 
If the beſeigers bullets are of gold, 
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| fe My ſoul be nor deje&ed; would:ſt thon be 

From preſent trouble, or from danger free? 

Truſt not in rampires, nor the ſtrength of walls, 
The town that ftands to day, to morrow falls. 
Truſt not in Souldiers, though they ſeem fo Rout; q 
Where {1n's within, vain is defence without. is 
Truſt not in wealth, for in this lawleſs time j 
Where prey is penalty, there wealth is crime, 

— {ruſt not in ſtrength or courage; we all ſee 

The weak'it oftimes do gain the viftory. ' 

Truſt noc in honour, honours bur a blaſt 

Quickly begun, and but a while doth laft. 

They that to day to thee Hoſanne cry, - 

To morrow change their note for Crueifte. (chee, 
» [Trutt not in friends, for friends will ſoon deceive 
They are in nothing fure, but ſure ro leave thee. 
\, | 1 ruſt not in wit; who run from place to place 

5: Changing Religion as chance does her face 

ox( 10 ſpite of cunning, and their ſtrength of brain, 

5 They're often catch, and all cheir plots are vain. 
Truſt not in Councel; Potentates, or Kings 

All are bur frail and tranficory things. 

Since neither Sonldiers, Caſtles, wealth, or wit 
Can keep off harm from thee, or thee from it: 
Since neither ſtrengch nor honour, friends nor 
Nor Princes, peace or bappineſs affords, (Lords, 
Truſt chou in God, ply him with prayers till, 
Be ſure of help; for he borh can, and will. 
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Uponthe K ings impriſi onment. 


__ me you Traytors? muſt 7 be 

Your fetter*d ſlave, while yourre ar liberty 
T-uſurp my Scepter, and to make my power 
Gnaw its own bowels, and it(elf devour 

You glorious villains ! Treafons that have been 
Done in all ages, are done ore agen; 

Expert proficicets, thar have far our-done 

Your Tutors Prefidents, and have out-run 

The pradtice of all times, whoſe ads will be 
Thought Legendary by Poſterity. 

VVas'r not enough you made me bearthe wrong 
Ofa rebellious ſword, and viprous tongue, 
Toloſe my State,my Childrt,Growr: and Wife; 
But muſt you take my liberty and life ? 

Subjeds can find 110 fortreſs but their graves, 
VVhen ſervants ſway, and Soveraigns are laves, 
*Cauſe I*] not fagn, nor give conſent unco 

Thoſe lawleſs actions that you've done and do, 
Nor yer betray my SubjeQs, and fo be 

As treacherous to them, as you to me 3 

Is this the way to mould me to your wills, 
Tocexpiate former crimes, by greater iis? 
Miftaken fools ro chink my ſoul can be 

Grafp'd or infring'd, by tuch low things as ye! 
Alas though I'm immur'd, ny mind is free, 

T1 make your very gael my liberty, 


Plot 


P OE M S, 


Plot,do your worſt,] ſafely (hall deride 

Inmy Crown'd ſoul, your baſe inferiour pride, 
ind ſtand unmov?'d, rhough all your plagues you 
[Il dye a Martzr,or I'll live a King. ( bring, 
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LIL. 
Oz the death of King CHARLES. 


Ow ! dead ! nay murdred! not a Comet (een ! 
Nor one ftrange prodigy tv intervene | 
I'm {atisfy d ; heav n had nofighet fo rare, 
Nor {o prodigious as his murtherers are, 
Who at chis inſtance had not drawn the airs 
Had they not been preſerv'd b* bis funeral pray'r. 
And yet who looks arighr, may plainly ſpy 
The Kingdom's to ic ſelf a prodigy} 
The ſcattered /tars have joyned themſelves 1n one, 
\nd have chrownPhoebrs headiong from his throne, 
They *ld be the ſux themſelves,and ſhine, and fo 
By their joynt 6/aze inflame the world below, 
Which b* imitation does t'a Chaos fall, 
And ſhake ir felf © an Earthquake general. 
And *is the height of miracle that we 
Live 1n theſe wonders,yet no wonders ſee, 
Thus - thole thar do enjoy a conſtant day, 
Do ſcarce take votice of that wondrous ray. 
Nattte groand out her la{t when he did fall 
Whoſe influence gave quickins to us all. 
His foul was axthem'd out in prayers,and thoſe 
Angelike Halelrjahbs ſung in profe 
David the lecond; we no difference knew 
Between th'old Davids (pt rit and the new, 
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In him grave wiſdom ſo with grace combines; 

AS Solomon were ſtill in Davids loynes. 1 

And had we livedin K. Davids time, ; 

H* had equall'd him in all things but his crime, || \ 

Now fince you'r gone,great P.this care we'l havg] \ 

Your books ſhall never find a death or grave; / 

J 

/ 

\ 


By whoſe diviner flame,the world muſt be 
Purged from 1's drofſs, and chang'd to purity, 
Which neither ci1me nor treaſon can deſtroy, 
Nor 1gn'rant Error that's more fell then they. 
A peice like ſome rare pif&ure, at remove, 
Shew*'s one {ide Eagle, and the other Dove, 
Somerimes the Reaſon in it ſoars ſo high, : 
Ie ſhews affliction quells not majeſtf, 
Yer fii]l Crown, dignicy and ſelf deny*d, 
Ic helps tv bear up courage though not pride; 
Trodden humilicy in robes of ſtate, 
Meckly deſpiling all the frownes of fare. 
Your Grazdfire K. that ſhew:d what good did flo 
From the the tall Cedar to the ſhrub below. 1 
By violent flame to aſhes though calcined, 
His ſoul in t you wetranſmigrated find; [ 
Whoſe leafs thall like the Cybels be ador'd, 1 
When time (hall open each prophetick, word: | 
And ſhall like {cripture be the rule of good ( 
To thoſe that ſhall ſurvive the flaming flood : | 
Whoſe ſyllables are Libraries, and can 1 
Make a (mal volume turn a Vatican. ſ 
So th* nunted Bezar when he's ſure ro dye, A 
Bequeaths his cordials to his enemy. 1 
Reſt Rozal duſt,and thank rhe ſtormes that dro4 $ 
Apainft irs will you ta your haven above. ( curld] A 
They have but freed you from thoſe waves that | A 
Their bloody pow 'r ro drown chis boiltrous world{ T 
They've L 
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( for crows3 
They*ve but chang*d Throze for throne, and crows 
You took a glorious , laid a thorny down: 
. | You lit among your Peers with Saints and Kings, 
av View how we ſhoot for ſublunary things, 
And labour for our ruine ; you did fall 
uſt like our Saviour, for the tins of all; 
And for your own; for in this umpious time 
Virtue's a vice,and piety's a crime. 
The ſume of all whoſe faults being underſtood, 
Is this, We were too bad, and you to good, 
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On the Kings death. 


low 
Hat means this ſadneſs?why does every eye 
VVallow in tears ? what makes the lowring 
Look clouded thus with ſighs? is it becauſe ($ky 
The great Defender of the faith and lawes 
Is ſacrifized to the barbarous rage, 
Of thoſe prodigious Monſters of our age ? 
A prey to the inſatiate will of thoſe 
That are the Kings and Kingdomes curſed foes! 
Tis true ther's cauſe enough each eye ſhould be 
A Torrent, and each man a Nzobe. | 
To ſee a wiſe, jult, valiant, temperate man 
074 Should leave the V Vorld, who either will or can 
ri Abſtain from grief ? To ſee a Father dye, 
And his half-ſelf, and Orphans weeping by : 
1dJ To ſee a Maſter dye, and leave a State 
v4 Unſetled, and Ulſurpers gape to har. 
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To fee a King diſſolve to's mother duſt, 

And leave his headleſs Kingdome to the luſt 

And the ambitious wills of uch a rout, 

Which work its ez, to bring their own about, 

Tis caute of forrow;bur to (ee theſe flain, 

Nay murdred too , makes us grieve ore again. 

But to be kili'd by Servants, or by Friends, 

This wil raiſe ſuch a grzef as never end:, 

And yet we find he that was all theſe things, 

And more, the beit of ChriFiaxs and of Kings, 

Suffer'd ail this and more, whoſe [ufferings ſtood 

So much more great then theſe, as he more good. 
Yer ris a vain thing to lament our loſs ; 
Contmued worrxizg adds but croſs to crofs. 

VVhat's paſs'd can: be recali'd ; our ſadneſs may 

Drive us to him, but car'*c bring him away 3 

Nor can a Kingdomes cries re-fiate the crown 

Upon his head, vvhich their {ins tumbled dovvn, 

Relt then my ſoul, and be contented in 

i hy ſhare of ſufterings, as vvell as lin. 

I ſce no cauſe of vwonder in all this, 

But ft1]] expect fuch fruits of vvickednefs. 

Kings are but Earth refin'd ; and he that wears 

A crown, but loads himſelf. with griefs and fears, 

The World it ſelf to its ferit nothing tends; 

And things that bad Pep TMINgS) mnt have ends. 

Thoſe glorious lamps of Heav'n,char gives us light, 

Mult at the laſt difiolve ro dat neſs quite, 

If che Czxlettial ArchiteGures go 

Towiflolution, fo mult ear thy £00. 

If rue ſerze on the vaſt fram- of nature, 

Thkelittle VVorld muſt imicace the greater, 

I*] pur no truit in vvealth, for 1] do ſee 

Fate can take me from i It, Or it from me. 


Truſt 


d. 
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Truſt not in honour, tiz but peoples cry, (high. 
Who?ll ſoon throw down whar ere they mounted 
Nor truſt in friends ; he that's now hedg'd abour, 
In time of need can hardly tind one out. 

Nor all in ſtrength or power; for fin will be 

The defolatic:: of my ſtrength and me, 

Nor yet in ciownes and Kingdomes ; who has all, 
Is exposd to a heavy though a royal fall, 

Nor yet in wifdom,po!Jicy, or wit; 

It cannot keep me harmeleſs, or 1] it. 

He that had ali man could attainunto, 

He chat did all that wit or power could do, 

Or grace or vertue prompt, could not avoid 

Thac ſad and heavy load our ſis have Jaid 

[pon bis innocent and ſacred Head, but muſt 
Sbmic his perſon to bold Rebells luſt, 

And their inſatiate rage, vvho did condemn 

And hull him, vyhile he pray'd and dy'd for them. 
Or only truſt is in the King of Kings, 

To vyait vvith patience the event of things; 

He that permits the Fathers tumbling dovvn, 

ICan raiſe, and will, the Sox up to the crown. 

He thar permits thoſe traytors impious hands 

To murther his anoynted, and his Lands 

Tobe uſurp'd, can when he ſees it fit, 

Deſtroy thoſe Monfters which he did permit; 

And by their headlong and wnpitied tall, 

Make the Realms Nvptial of their funerall. 

Mean tim* that ſainted Martyr from his throne, 
See's how theſe laugh,and his good ſubje&s groan; 
And hugs his bleiled change, whereby he is 
Rob'd into a crows, and wurther'd into a bliſs. 
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LV. 


A funeral El:gy on Mr. Aubrey 


man are thoſe Halczon dayes, when men 4;d 4ar\o1 


Do gocd,for [ove undrawn by gain or fear; We 


Gon are our Herges whoſe vaſt fouls did hate But 
Vice,though*c were cloath'd in ſanGity or ftatez Wotl 
Goni1s our Awbrey who did then take's time |} H 


Todye,when worthy men thought life a crime, | 
One whoſe pure ſoul with nobleneſs was fill d, nc 
Andſcorn'd to live when peace &truth were kiil'dec 
One, who was worthy by deſcent and birth, Anc 
Yer would not live a burthen on the earth, His 
Nor draw his honour from his prandfires name, nc 
Unleſs his progeny might do the ſame, ilo 
No guilded Mammon,yer had enough to ſpend, {| F 
Tofeed the poor, and entertain his friend. J\tte 
No gaping Mziſer whoſe delire was more  otY 
T :enrich himſelf, by making's yeighbour poor , nd 
Then to lay out himſelf,bis wealth and health, thi 
To buy his Countries good and Common-wealth. } V 
Religion was his great delight and joy, | 
Not as «tis now to plunder and deſtroy; 
His lean'd on thoſe two pillars faith and reaſo:, | 
Nat falſe Hy pocriſy,nor headiong treaſon. | 
His piery was with him bred and grovvn ; 
He-1d build ren Churches,e re held pull down one; 
Conftant to's principles;ana though che times | 
Made bis worth {1n,and his pure vertues crimes) 
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le ſtood unmove's ſpire of all troubles hurl-d, 
Jnd durit ſupport bur not turn with the World. 
J Call-d tothe Magiſtracy, he appear*'d 
Woe thar defir'd more to be lov'd then fear'd ; 
Juſtice and Mercy on him mingled fo, 
That this flew not too high, not that too low : 
lis mind could not be carved worſe or better, 
y mean mens flattery,nor by great men letter: 
for ſway 'd by Bribes,though profer'd in the dark, 
e ſcorn'd ro be half Juſtice and half Clerk; 
But all his diſtributions evenly ran, 
both to the Peſanr and the Gentleman. 
I He did whar narure had defign'd himto 
In his due time, while he had firength ro do. 
nd when decay and age did once draw nigh, 
We'd noching lefr tro do bur only dye. 
ind when he felt his ſtrength and yourh decline, 
lis bodies loſle ſtrengthen'd his ſouls deſign: 
And as the one did by degrees decay, 
T other ran ſwifter up the milky way. 
Freed from thoſe ficknefles that are the pages 
trending Natures ſad decay and ages, 
$i!» ſporleſs ſoul did from his body fly, - 
Jind hover in the heavinly Galaxy, 
Whence he looks dovvn, & lets the living ſee, 
1 Whache was once,and vvhart vve ought to be. 


Upon 
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learned Divine, Mr. ſoſtas Shute, 


[1h , tuſhi he is not dead ; T lately ſpide 

One {mile at's firft- born Sons birch ; and a 
Tato her heart did entertain delight (brid 
Arthe approach of her witt'd wedding night. 


All which delights ( if he were dead 5 would tur 


To griefe; yea mirch ic ſelf be forc'd ro mour 
Inſpired Poets would forget ro laugh, 
And write at once his and Mirths Epitaph. 
Sighs would engrofs our breath, there would aj 
Anthems of joy, lymbeck*d into a tear: (pe: 
Each face would be his death-bed; in each eye 
*E were calle then to read his Elegy; (te 
Each foul would be cloſe mourner, each tongue 
Stories prick'd out to'th tune o'ch paſſing bell; 
The VVorid redrown'd in tears , each heart woul 
A marble ſtone , each ſtone a Niobe. (b 
But he alaſ(s is gone, nor do we know 
To pay for loſs of him deferving woz 
Like Bankrvpts in our grief, becauſe we may 
Not halfe we ovve him, give, we*'l nothing pay. 
For ſhould our tears like the Ocean iſſue forth, 
They could not ſvvell adzquare co his vvorth: 
So tar his vvorth's above our knovviledge that 
VVeonly knovy vve*ve loſt, vve knovv not vytial 
The mourning Heaven, beholding ſuch a dearth 
Of tears, ſhowrs rain to liquify rhe earth , 


Upon the death of that Reverend an 
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That we may ſee from its adalterate womb, 


If ir be poſſible, a fecond come. 
Till chen tis our unhappinefs, we can'c 


Know what good dwelt in him, but by the want. 
He was no whr/egio Legrrer of the times, 


That from a heel block to a pulpic climes, 


And there ſuch fiuff among ther Audients break, 
They ſeem ro have mouth, and words, yet cannot 


\or ſuch as 1nto paſquil] piſpits come 


( ſpeak. 


With thundering non ſence, but co beat the drum 
To civil wars, whoſe texts and doftrines ran 


As if they were och ſeparation 3 


And by their ſpiricual law have marri*d been 
VVithout aring. becauſe chey were no kin. 
Knowledg and zeal in him ſo lwertly met, 


His puJpit ſecm'd a ſecond 07:vet, 


VVhere fronphis lips he would deliver things 
As thongh ſome Seraphin had clay'd his wings. 


Asif an Anthem were in proſe expreſs'd; 
Divinity and Art were fo united, 
As if in him both were Hermaphrodited. 


4, 


His painfull ſermons were ſoneatly drefs* 


Oh what an excellenc Surgeon has he been 


To ſet a conſcience { ont of joynt by tin) 


He at one blow could wound and heal; we all 


VVondred to fee a purge a cordial. 
His Manna-breathing ſermons ofcen have 


Given all our good thoughts hife,our bad a grave. 


Satan, and S;z, were never more pur tO't 


Then when they mec with cheir {till-conquering 


His life was the uſe of*s dodrine ; 


(Shnte. 


fo twas known 


That Shate, and Saint, were convertible grown: 
He did live Sermons; the prophane were vext 


To ſce his ations comments on [iis text. 


So 


_-, POEMS 


So imitable his vertues did appear f 
Asif each place to hima pulpit were, ” 
. Hewas himfelfa Syy9d, our's had been vb 
Void ( had heliv'd ) or butan idle dinn. [hs 
His prefence ſo divine, that Heaven might be ig! 


(If it were poflible ) more Heavenly. 

And now we well pereecive wich what intent PF 
Death made his ſoul become n0»-reſfident. | ac 
Twas to make him ( ſuch honours to him given )}Þ'"< 
Regis Profeſſor to the King of Heaven. Vil 
By whom hee's prelated above the skies, cr 
And the whole V Vorlds his See t' Epiſcopize; al 
So that ( me thinks ) one ſtar more doth appear F*? 


In our Horizon fince his being there; um 
Death's grown tyrannical by imitation H 
Caulec he was Jearned by a ſequeſtration cl! 
He cook his living ; but for's benefice,, he 
Heeis rewarded with eternal bliſs. * FOE 
Let's all prepare to follow him; for hee's 1p 
But gone to Glorys ſchoo), to take degrees. l; 
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ror 

. But 

To the memory of Do&or Hearn, whi;, 
dyed September 15+ 164.4. nh 
| The 


Ad Spe&acle of grief! how frail is Man ! 
V'Vhoſe ſelt's a buble, and his life a ſpan! And 
VVhoſe breath:s like a careering ſhade, whoſe ſunſ,. 
Begins to ſet, when it begins to cun. He { 
Lochis Mans ſun ſets vth Meridian, 
And this mans ſun,ſpeaks him the ſun of Man. 
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Among the reſt that come to ſacrifice 
[0's memory the torrents of their eyes, 
though a ſtranger, #3d chough none of thoſe 
[hat weep in rychme,though I oft mourn in proſe, 
igh our ſome grief, and my big-belly'd eyes 
ong for dclivery athis obſequies. 
or he that writes but cruth of him, will be, 
ſhough withont art, flander'd with poekie. 
ind chey that praiſe him righc in proſe or verſe, 
Vill by the moſt be choughe 7dolaters. 
en are $'incredulous ; and yer ther's none 
an write his worth in. verſe, but in his own. 
e needs no other monument of fame, 
ut his ov-n aftions, to blaze our his name. 
He was a glory to the DoCtors gown, 
cip to his Friends , his Country and his Town. 
he Atlas of our health, who oft did groan 
For others ſickneſs, ere he felt his own. 
ippocrates, and Galen ,in his brain 
Met as in Gemini; it did contain. 
\ library of skil, a panoply, 
Þ Magazine of ingenuity. 
With every Art bis brain (o well was mated, 
As if his fancy had been calculated 
For that Meridian; he none would follow 
But was 1n £k1ll the Brittaniſh Apollo. 
is Patients grow impatient, and the fear 
Of death, Iymbeck'd cheir bodies into tears. 
The widdow?d Mules do lament his death; 
Thoſe that wrote mirih , do now retra& their. 
| | (breath, 
And breath their ſouls in fighs; each ſtrives to be 
No more Thalia, but Melponene. 
He ſtood a Champion in defence of health, 
And was a terror to deaths Common: wealth. 
$ 


55 


His 


His Eſculapius art revok'd their breath, 

And often gave a non-ſuit unto death. 

Now vve've a rout, death kill'd our General, 

Our griefs break forth, grow Epidemical, 

Now we muſt lay down arms, and Captives turn 

Todeath ; man hasno rampire but an urne, 
In him death gets an Univerlity 

Happy the bodies that ſonere him ye, 

To hear his worth and wit, tis now no fear 

To dyc,becauſe we meet a Hearxe there. 
Farth-quakes,& Commets uſher great mens fall, 

At his we have an Earth-quake Genera]; 

Th ambitious vallies do begin t' afpire, 

And would confront the Mountains,nay be higher; 

Inferior orbes aſpire, and do difdain 

Ou Sol; each Bear would ride in Charles his wain, 

Our Moons eclips'd, and th? Occidental Sun 

Fights with old Aries for his Horizon. 

Each petty flave gers horſes, and would be 

All Sels, and joyn to make a prodigy. 

All things are our of courſe, which could not be, 

Bue that we ſhould ſome ſpecial death foreſee. 

_ Yerler's not think him dead who nere hall dye, 

Till time be gulf'd in vaſt eternity. 

Tis bur his ſhadow that is paſi away ; 

While he's eclips'd in carth, another day 

His better parr ſhall peirce the skies, and ſhine 

In glory '*bove the Heavens Chry!taline., 

He 1s but freed from troubles that are hurl'd 

Upon this fmal Exchiridion of the World. 

We could not underſtand him, hee's gone higher 

Toreada Le&uretoan Angels Quuire. 

He 15 advanc'd up a higher ſtory, 

To take's degrees *ich upper form of glory. 


Te 
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He is our Prodrome, gone before us whether 
VVe all muſt go, though all go not rogether : 
(all men; 
Duft will diſſolve to duſt, to earth; earth we're 
And nuwft all dye, none knows how, where, nor 


(when. 
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AnElegy onthe death of þ;s Schoolwaſter, 
Mr.. H. 


Utſt he dye thus ?has an eternal ſleep 
Seized on eachmuſle thar it can't ſing nor weep? 
Had he no friends?no merits? or no purſe 
To purchaſe mourning? or had he that curſe 
Which has the ſcraping wordling fill frequented, 
To liveunlov'd and periſh unlamented ? 
No; none of thefe; but in this Atlus fall 
Learning for preſent found its funeral. 
Nor was't for wanc &f grief, but ſcope and vent; 
Not ſuleaneſſe,bur deep aftoniſhment 3 
Small griefs are ſoon wept out; but great ones come 
With bulk;and ſtrike the ſtraight /amexters dumb. 
This was the ſchooJmaſter that did derive 
From parts and piety's prerogative, 
The glory ef that good, bur painful art 3 
Who had high learning yet an humble heart. 
The Drake of Grammer /earning, whoſe:.great pain 
Circled that globe,and made that voyare plain. 
Time was, when theartleſs pedugogue did (fand 


With his 7imineons ſcepter in his band, 
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' He was not immaturely raviſh'd hence. 
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Raging like Bajazet orce the tugging ry, 
Who thougi unhors'd were nor of the infantry ; 
Avplyieg, ikea gpliffer .bic hec hoc, 
Ti liche poor Laq's beat ro a whipping block; 
And ſchoold ſo long to know a Verb and Nows, 
Till each had Prepria maribus of his owy : 
As if notfirtolearn As in preſenti , 
But legally, when they were oc and twenty, 
Thole few that went to the V4rverſt'ys then , 
Went with deliberation, and were mey. 
Nor were our Academics in thoſe dayes 
Fill'd with chuck-fartbing Batchelours and boyes, 
Bur ſchollers with more beard and age went hence, 
Then our #ew lapwing- Lecjres Skip from thence. 
By his induiſtrous labour now we ſee 
Boyes coated borye to the Tniverſitie, 
Who fuck'd in Latine, and did ſcory to ſeek 
Their ſcourge and top.in Engliſh but in Greek. 
Hebrew the general puzler of old heads, 
Which the gray dunce with pricks comments read, 
And dubs hinifelf a ſchoo/lar by it, grew 
As natural t*him as if he'd been a Jew. 
Rut above all he timely did inſpire 
His Scholars breaſts with an xtherial fire. 
And ſanGify'd their early learning ſo, 
7:ar they 1n gracezas they in wit did grow : 
Yer nor his grace nor /earxing could defend him 
F111 that mortality that did atteyd him; 
Nor can there now be any difference knowny 
7:61 ween his /earned bones and thoſe with zone. 
For that prand Lew ler death hudles t-one place 
1: ich, poor,wi ſe,{ooliſh,noble and the baſe. 
This only 1s our comfort and Jefexce, 
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But to our bexefit,and to his own, 
Undying fame and honour, let alone 
Tillhe had fiai/h'd what he was to do, 
Then #aturally ſplit himſelf in two. 
And that's oxe cauſe he hail ſo few moytt eyes, 
He made men /carzed,and that made chem wife, 
And overrule their pafions, ſince they ſee 
T-ars would bur ſhew cheir own infirmitie. mf 
And *tis but loving madneſs to deplore vii 
The fate of him,that ſhall be ſeen no more. 10 
But only I cropt in my texder years, 
Withour a torgve,or wit,but fighs and cears; 
oBAnd yet I come to offer what is mine, 
An immolation to his hoanour'd ſhrine; 
And retribute whar he confer'd on me, 
Eirher to's perſon or nts memory. 
Reit pious foul and let that happy grave 
That 1s intruſted vvich thy Relicks have 
This juſt in ſcription, that it holds the dui 
| Ofoze that was iſe, Learned, Pious, FuT- 


wy 


P=_ — H— a —_— 
—_— = 


— ————— 


LIX. 
An Epita pb. 


F beauty,birth.or friends,or vertue cou'd 
Preſerve from prtrefaGzon fleth and blood, 
This Lady bad ftill liv'd 3 who had all cl {z, 
And ail that Nature, Art or Grace beitowes. 

Rut death regards not bad or good 
All rhat*s mortal is his food. 
Oualy here our comfort Iyes, 


Thonga 
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Though death does all forts confound, 
Her better part ſurmounts the skzes, 
While her body ſleeps ith' ground. 
Her foul returnes to God,from whom it came, 
And her great virtues do embalme her name. 
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An Epitaph on ny 03. - 


: Ho ever knows or hears whoſe ſacred bones 
Reſt here within theſe monumental ſtones, 
How dear a mother and how ſweet a wife, 
If he has bowels, cannot for his life 
Pur on her aſhes muſt ſome tears diſtil], 
For if-mex will not weep,this marble will. 


Epigrams 


| 


| 
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EPIGRAMS. 


Traiſlated, 


[, 
Oz Rome. 


Rav exlour,thou lovklt for old Rome 11 the xew, 
And yetin Rome, thou nought of Rome cant 


1 Behold the frame of walls,diſ-joyntea ſtone, (view. 
J And the vaſt Theater, that's overthrown ; 


Lo here's Romes carkaſs ſtill ; thou may'ſt behold 


| How the new Rome is chreatned by the old. 


Learn hence the power of fate,fix'd things decay, 
Bur that that's alwayes tofs'd & mov*'d, does ſtay. 
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I 
On a quareller. 


A Humerous fellow in a Tavern late 

Being drunk and valiant,gets a broken pate; 
The Surgeon with his inſtruments, and skill, 
Searches his (cull deeper, and deeper fill, 

To feel his brains, and tries if ahcſe were ſound, 
q And as he keeps ado aboutthe wound, 


S 4 


162 POEMS 
The fellow cryes, Good Surgeon ſpare the pains 
Whenl began this brawle, | had no brains, 
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JH. 
On 2a lower. 


(grow# ( 
Hat various griefs within my breaſt do | 
I burn,yet from my flames my tears doflow.J Bu 
I'm Nite, and Etnz both together grown, 


For the ſame grief does both enflame and drown.; 
O let my tears, make my trong flames expire, J— 


Or let my tears be drunk up by my hire. 


J 
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IV. 


On Gold. | | / 


FN vaill was Danae clos'd in brazen Tower, 


11n 

N 2 brazen fort keeps our a golden {ſhowre. Fo 
V. 
Toa Friend. 


—_— ſent ſt mewine, [I'd too much wine before; 
Send thirſt if chou would'f ſcnd co pleaſe mel 

( moreg 
On 


On Alexander, 


A gNRear Alexander thought the World too ſmal, 
| Which he with's warl/ike hand ſubdu'd and 
1 Bur did not he himſelf moſt little call 2 Chbeat, 

He ina little World could not be great. 
Fc 


VIE. 


On a Bankrupt. 


A Bankrupt heard a Theif enter by ſtealth 

His houſe by night, and ſearch abour for's 

| ( wealth. 
In vain (quoth he )thou lookſt for goods by night, 
Forl my ſelf can ſee none when tis light, 
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VIII. 


| On a Pric$ and a Theif. 


To'ch* place,where he was to receive his doom. 


; A Pricf? did with a theif together come, 
| Said 
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Said 3 Be not ſad, do bur believe, and thou 
Shall't be a gueſt,to feaſt with Angels now. 
He figh'd, and ſaid ; if you'll true comfort ſhew, |} 
Go then and take my place, }'l ſtay below. | 
No, quoth the Prieſt, this day I keep a faſt, 
And cannot eat untill this day be . paſt. 


IX, 


On Love and Death. 
{ took 


Ove once ana death chang'd weapons,and death 
Hed hery dart, while Cupid gor deaths hook, | 
Love at the body, death at th* mind lets fly, 

This makes old men to love,and young men dye. ' 


A_ 
LR —— _—_ 


þ 


Omen are pleaſant evills, and they have ?! 
Two proper ſeaſons,when in bed or grave. ' 


3 


XI. 


— _ yy — EC en 


"A 
On Women. | 


On a Wolfe ſentencd, 


=4Hc Country people once a wolfe did take, | 
That of their ſheep & lambs did hayock make | 
| Some | 


POEM S., 


ome Voted thar he ſhould be crucifi'd» 

Ochers would have him in the fire be fry'd; 

Tome to be hew'd in peices with a ſword, 

3ind to be thrown ro dogs to be devour'd. 

J\monsg the reſt, one whom unlucky fate 

Had doom'd to th'croubles of a married State, 
{The common lot of men ) oh? Friends(ſayes he) 
ILay by your forkes, and ropes, that knotty be; 
IJThe (word, the fire, the guns, the croſs, the whips, 
JAre bur ſlight tortures, 1 have one out-ſtrips 

141! thoſe,if you would puniſh him to the life!, 

Fir for his crimes, then /et him wed a wife. 


XII 
On one more learned then others. 


| (ters, 
Hon makeſt thy ſelf more learned then thy ber- 


And brag'ſt thou knowſt Greek, Hebrew,Latin 


IThou haſt them in thy forchead,and thy hand , 
Jas if th' hadſt all the rongues at thy command; 
1 For the executioner has made thee more 
Letter'd by far then thou wert ere before, 
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XIIL 
On Galla. 


Lame not fair Ga!la that ſhe*ld married be, 


For #n that thing in which ſhe took delight , 
And which he lov'd , there is ng need of fight. 


XIV. 


On one lowfie and poor. 


Lowſie fellow once was ask'd, how he 
A Having ſo many catcel, poor could be ? 
He anſwered hence proceeds my poverty, 
Theugh I'd ſell all for aought, yet none woulg buy. 


id foo. ———_— —  ——_—__— ——— 
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ts . 


A happy death. 


Earn to live well, if thow'ldft dye happily 3 | 
And that thou may'ft live happy,learn to dye. | 


A 
— 
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(Though the be fair )to one that could not ſee. 


7 
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On Nero, 


| VUz bloody Nero his own mother ſlew, 


He did not hurt her face,or eyes;tis true 


Put ripd her bowels up; *rwas Juſtly done, 


They dguilc enough in breeding ſuch a Son. 


XVII 
On Love. 


Ove is a Merchandize, and Vexays drove 
Thefiſt Monopoly; Rich only Love. 


J\hat cannot fortune hire alas for gold ? 


1 When Gods themſelves for this are boughta nd - 


ſol 


XVII. 


Rales of drinking. 


| þ the Philoſophers ſayes true, the firſt 


Draught'is refreſhment unto them that thirſt 3 


The 


- — Oo. ini oi BS oe en oye oe ergy Os - $6.4 Cot aa ge Sore one 


68 POEM s. 

The {econd mirth and wit duth ſtill afford ; 

But perfe&t drunkeneſs ifſues from the third. 

If to theſe rigid rules you'l me confine, 
Hence glaſſes; I'l in flagons drink my wine. 


# 


+ — 
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XIX. 


A vain Boaſter. 


=— need'ſt not boaſt,cauſe thou afore does go, 
.. If that be honour, my dog does ſo to. 


_ Mm —— 
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XX, 


To Momus. 


L- 


Hou call'ft me begger, Momus, and dot tell 
I muſt not triumph ſo,nor ſo nuch (well, 
Becauſe 7 have butlittle; and yet that 

7s not my own, but other Mens Eſtate. 


Why ſ{houldſithou thus upbraid me with my wait? 


Muſt I be blam'd becauſe my fortunes ſcant? 
7m honeſt till;{thou l1v*ſt by theft alone; 
Berween us two the difference is none 3 
For both of us on others bread do dine, 
Only thou ſtealft thy meat, I beg for mine. 


4 


= Es 


On Phillis tears. 
(brings 

Hen Ph//zs comes t'her husbands grave, ſhe 

No garlands, nor with Odoriferons things 

Pprinkles the ground : only her tears doth ſhed 

{Upon the grave, wherein her joy was led. (power 

The flowers do ſtratght ſpring up,as if ſhe had 
) To ripen with her eyes,and moyſter with her ſhowre. 


p————_— ——_—___. cr. 


XXU1L 
On a proud fool. 


"Hou callit me 1gnorant;tis true;but how 
If I know more then Socrates did know! 
He knew one thing, thathe 434 nothing know; 
| know two things,that 7 know noughr, nor thou. 


» 
eee I. GS us 
X XU 
On time. 
Ur joyfull years do paſs too ſoon away , 


A minutes grief{cems an eternal day, 
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XXIV. 
On a bliad, aud lame begger. 


HF; happily face hath together joyn'd, 


Two feeble men, one lame, and rother blind! j do 
The blind Man bears che lame, the Jame ſupplies, Ft 


By his direRion , ro*chers want of eyes. 
See what the iron power of need can do, 
It makes the blind to ſee, the lame co go. 


Ie moow—_— Een ERIC roo 


'XXV, 
07 a Spartan Lady. 


Spartan Lady bravely {lew her ſon, 

Becauſe the ſaw him from the bartail run; 
Thou canſt not be ( quoth ſhe ) a Spartan known, 
Unleſs thy valiant mind declare thee one. 


A\ ” —  w____— COT unm—_— "_— q 


XXIV. 


O- Philip of Macedon, 


Ove, ſhut the gates of heav'n, for Ph:/ip ſayes, | 
He'l enter 1t; fince earth and fea obeys l 
His powerfull ſcepter , there is left no room |} 
On carth for him, he mutt to heaven come. 


Th 


POE M Ss, 


XXVII. 


The A naſwer. 


IT \Vill nat thoughT may,ſhurt heaven gates, 
INor dol care far Ph:lip, or his threats. 

Wf Earth and Sea his ſcepter do obey, 

The way to Heaven's roo narrow, hell's his way. 
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1 FE; ET 
| XXVII.. | 
P i [| 
Frugality : vN 
galzty i 
Sethy Eſtate, as if thould'{t dye today, Ni) 
Yet ſparechy Eſtare as if thould'Kt live for ay. || | 
| He's truly wile who where he ſpends Or ſpare, | / | 
{ Obſerves a mean, and do's extreams forbear. Vp 
c iu} 
7 FU 
f +— * | | 
1 Wl 
XXIX, WW, 

On two wives. | 


FT Blame him not, who having one wife had, 
lAnother ſeeks; the laſt was good or bad; 

Jt £Bod, he hopes, chere are of ſuch good ſtore; 
fbal, he hopes he ſhall have ſuch no more. 


T 
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YXRe 
O;z a Murtherer. 


Flying Murtherer lay beneath a wal! 
Ari was all ruinous, and like to fall. 
An Angel to him did in's fleep appear, 7 
Bad him be gone, and lodge fome orher where. | * 
No ſooner gone, bur down the wall ſtraight fel}, 
Then he thanks God, that he eſcap'd fo well. | 
The Angel faid, Doft think I like thy deed, WE” 
Becauſe from this deſirufticn I thee freed? 

Sins of this nature never ſcape my curſe, 
Thouwre ſaved from this dearth, to miwcet a worſe, 


_— _t— 


XXXT. [T 

LC 

SF: PS Lou 
O-: a Fiſherman. Y 


A Fiſher, while he angled if a brook, | 
A dead mans skull by chance hung in his hoos 
The pious man 1n pitty did it take, 

To bury it, a grave with's hand did make; 

And as he digg*d, found gold. Thus to good men 
Good turnes with good turnes are repay'd age 


XXXII. 


Oz a burnt ſhip 


'Nhapoy fhip, that muſt by flames expire, + ah 
And having ſcap'd by waters, fall by fire! Nt 
'he Stepdame Sea hath ſafely landed Thee ; | 
Ii! y mother Earth's more treacherous then ſhe, 


&X X XIII, 


Alter, 


[ Thatere while of waters was afraid, 
LFor lack of watcrs, am by fire deftroy*d. 

Jou waves.whom late | curſt, [ now jmplore, 
Then I'd roo muich,and now | long for more. 


VXXIV., 
Oz 2 Covetons May 


FHou that art counted rich,l count thee poor i | 

Lie only ſhowes our wealth 3 we have no more "i 

hen What we we 3 what we keep for our heirs, '* 

'e cannot (ay ts our phony for tis theirs. | 
I 2 


XXXV, 


O;: Hermocrates, 


| 


Ermocrates made's will, when fickneſs came, 


And made himſelf Executioner of the ſame. 


Then he began ta count, how much t*wonuld coſt 
To th' Do@or and hiniſeif,for the health he'd loſt: 
But when he ſaw to how much it did come, 
He'ld rather dye then give ſo great a ſumme. 
So to keep's wealth,and ro ſave charges,dyes; 

Hrs heirs do mourn in fack, and braveries. 


XXXVI. 


Oz 2 poor aud fick Man. 


\ 7\ J'Hen age and ſickneſs did upon me ſeize, 


Of age none could, of wane none would 
( me ealfc.| 


Wirh pally'd limbs, I to my grave did go, 

And there did end my want and lickiefs too. 
The lawes of fare prepolteroully were plac'd, 
I found my grave at ti{t, my death at latt, 


J 


7 


XXXVII. 


On a Hare. 


| A Hareunſafe by land lep'd into the main, 
Flying land-dogs,was by a ſea-dog lain. 


Poor worm /flyes the to Earth, to fea, to sky, 


Each hath a dog, and ſhe by dogs mutt dye, 
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XXXVYII. 
On Balaams Aſs. 


He Prophet Baal/am wondred heretofore 
An Als could fpeak,and now ther*s none ſpeak 
( more. 
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XXAIX, 


Vþon Democritus and Heraclitus. 


\ / \ 7 Eep Heraclitus ; 1t fits the age wherein 
| Nothing bur filch, nothing but forro'ws 
And laugh Democritus, laugh while chon liſt, (ſeen. 


J Nothing bur folly, noughc but vain, thou ſeeft, 


This alwayesweeps, that ſtill remains in gladueſs, 


q 1 ct boch endure one Jabour, both one ſadacts. 
E 23 Now 


:176 POEMS. 
Now need requires \ fince all the World is mad 
A thouſand Jaughing, and a thouſand ſad. 

Tis time the World turn'd C madneſs is fo fore 
T* Anticera, the graſs to Hellebore. 


XL. 


Out of Catullus. 


Y Miſtreſs ſaith ſhe'll marry none but me, 
Though Fove himfelf ſhould force her untq_ 

Burt Womens words unto their lovers be (it 
So firm,they may in wind or waves be writ. 


a | O_o ——— — = amen 


XLI. 
/ 


On an Aſtronomer ivat tryzd by rules 0 38 
Art to find whether be were a Cc þ ale TA 


Tar-gazing foolthou from the {gs wouldit ſe 
And Planets face what thy wives dealings be. 
She does her works b:Jow, where Sun nere prices, 
And though ſhe's lIight,ſhe mounts not to the «kie: 
*Cauſe ſhe's kept dow: by men; 1f1n the ſphear 
| Thou Yexns ſee, thou thinkſt thy wife 15 there. 
And if the Bull or Aries thou doſi ſee, 
Thoy thinkſt they are refle ions of thee. oy 
Fool keep at home : when thou abroad doſt go, Wo 
| In imication her legs 40 ſo to. Ul 
| And when thou gazeſt in the skies to know To 
Her works, (he does even what {he pleaſe below - 


Thi 


0 
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XL1J, 


Oz Geneva's armes. 


Eneva bears the Eagle and the Key; 

The Empires this, and that the Papacy. 
:th* Emperour's Eagie,and the Pope agen 
£lame his Key, where 1s thy Empire then ? 
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X L111. 


To a /. ad Fidow. 


C band thou 
Hile widdow'd wife, for thy drown'd hus- 
Doſt with perpetual tears thy cheeks bedew, 
z'd In three graves his happy ſhade, 


gn wacer twice, and once in Earth is laid, 


x&LAV. 


On a bribed Judge. 


Wo parties had a difference . and the cauſe 
Did come to be decided by the lawes. 
The bribing Plainciff did the Judge preſent 


Witch a new coach ; T*'other with ſame intent, 


Gives 


him ewo horſes; each with like deſign, 


To make the Judge ro his own fde incline. 


.yiſhe cauſe being tr y'd, the Planciffs overthrown, 


0 coacn(quoth he) chou art the wrong way gone; 
4 The 


97> Arrn 
pr. 
£3 


" a” —_— - 
EC =: = tewmm2n_ i. 


Ao 
— Med 4 i208. 


— ta 


DOCS "GY E > 0” 9 9 


a 


—S CADE IA et 
_— — wy 
* - 


FX. 32 I 
9 OB BA. ro —_ 


_ = + +9, tn 
”. 000% ra > D_e EW > 


4 - RT NED RN 


m VADUADD atk "op hih non DIS OA AE. AAAS Tf - 
Nr $05 <= BY rn > 5 — 


178 POEM Ss, 


The Judge replide,It cannot but beſo ; 
For where his horſes draw,your coach muſt go, 


— 


XLV. 


To a Jealous Husband. 


' bl vain thou ſhutt*ſt thy doors by day, in vain 
Windowes by night,thy wifes luſt to refrain, 

Forifa Woman only chaſt will be | 

In watch and ward, ſhe has no chaſtity. 


Ces 


i 


XLVI. 


i St, 


On proud Rome. 


_ up ye Gods the gates of Heaven above, 
\nd do thou keep thy heavenly Caſtle ove. 
Now ſea and Land are ſubje& unto Rome 3 
Only to Heaven they've yet no path to come. 
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XLVI. 


A gainſt M ourning. 


Ms; juſtly prayle the Thracians who do mourn | 


When children from their mothers womb are | 


(born; 
But dead, they think they every way are bleſt, 
Becauſe the fates have laid themi to their reſt. 
For well they know,all men are born to ill, 


But being dead,they've peace and quier ſill. 


Ept- | 
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XLVYIIL 
Epigranma in Juliam. 


E nive candenti petit modo Julia, rebar 
q =! Ionecarere nivem, nix tamen ignis erat, 
2 id ni: e frigidus? noftrum tamen nrere pecins 
Nx Potuit mani, Julia, miſſa tris. 
© 3 locrs infidiis davitnr mihi tutus amoris, 
 Frigore concreta (i latet ignis aqua ? 
Julia ſola potes noFras extinguere flammas, 
No# ive, non glacie, ſed potes igne part. 


JI 


XLIX, 


T raiſlated. 


Ulia once ſtroke me with a ball of ſnow 3 

| thought inow was not fzre, yet that was ſo. 
Then fnow what's colder?yet*t had pow'r Vinflame 
My breatt, when from my 7ulias hand it came ? 
| Whar place have lovers free from treacteries, 
V Vhen fire within congealed water lies ? 

7ulta a'one can make my flames expire, 
| Yer not with ice,or ſrow,but equal fre. 
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Lies in ſugerfluouous luxury ? 


L. 


An Eſſay of the Contempt of Greatneſſe, 
being a Dialogue o f Lu ian wade Fn- 


glift. 


Lucian, (trim*d, 
Ith a long beard and broad, with hair un- 
Ccatleſſe,and ſhoe- leſs, almoſt naked lim'd ; 

A wandring hfe you lead,as beaſts do doe 

No certain place,are you conhn'd unto. 

On the bare ground,and in the open air 
Youreſt your bone«; the mantle which you wear , 
Your en/y garment both for night and day, 
Though rovgh and conrſe,had worn it ſelf away ; 
But by the 4jrr thar does thereon abide, 

Its gaping cramies daily are ſupply*d, 

The earth and air both,you about you bear; 
ASearth 't1; dirty, and as thin as air ; 

Grave Sir, what may you be pray ? 

Cynicus, Youngman, why 

Seems th: ſo range t?; $outhere you fee livel 
Content with what ] ca with eaſe obtain, 


And vvithout injury or danger gain; 


What coſts no grzef,nor rronble, can feed 

And cloath my ſelf with a)l, I nothing zeed, 
But unconcern'd can pals by and deride 
All,but what ſerves to zouriſh,warme,and hjde. 
Pray rell me,do you think,that vitiouſneſs 


L. Sureiy | 
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T Surely yes. 

C. And dow you judge frygality 1 men 
Tobe a vertue tco ? 

l.. I do. 

Es "VÞy, then 

VVhen you {ce me more thr;{tilyzto live 


Then other men,and them their minds to give 


To cf and dainties.can it juſtice be 

To wink at thoie,and only cenſure me ? 
I. Alas Sir,'tis not Thri{tily you live, 
Bur njpardlz and boſ-ly.God does give 


UVith liberal hand bis gifrs, and with the fame 
\'Ve ought to tax? them, & we're mi1ct too blarye, 


If we negle& them;for we ſhail make void 
Thoſe þeſings. which he ſend: to be enjoyed. 


You pine your felf,mate your exjoymenr ſcant 


bv wilful affeGation Itili to want, 

And live in poverty. 

$6 Therefore I pray, 

Since we ere gone ſoforvard in the Vvay ; 

Lets weil con!iider,vvhat by wanton's menc, 

Or penury,and what's ſuthcient. 

* FP Plcaſe you,let it be fo; 

"2 Is that which can 
Typply the juſt neceflity of man, 

ERteen'd ſyffcjext ? or d'you judge or know 

A thing tobe deiired beyond that ? 

* No. 

C. May itbe then cali'd ;#4;gence or want, 

Or poverty when men fuflicicne han'c ? 

Sf It may ne doubt. 

C. ThenT'veſufficient,forT am without 

Nothing that ſhould ſupply zeceſſity. 

Morel nor crave nor want. 

L. How can that be ? 
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C. You'll quickly knovv.if you do vvell perpend | 
And obſerve rightly, what's the proper end 

Thoſe things were made for,which you ſay we need. | 
Is not a houſe a ſhelter? | 

E Yes indeed. 

- And arenot garments coverings? 

LE: True,they be. 

C. Both theſe defend and cover us, that we, 
VVhom theſe do /belter and do rower (o, 

By their defence and warmth thould better grow. 


L. No queſtion. 

C. Do my feet now ſeem to you 

Fhe worſe,becauſe not cover'd from your views 
L. I know not truly. 

Co If you do not know, 

Learn what's the office of the feet. 

7 ON To go. 


C. And do my feet go worlſe then others do. 

L. Perhaps chey don't. 

Ca Nay they do nor, I] know ; 

And ſince their office they performe as well 

Naked as clad,why ſhould the clad excel 2 

And for my body, why*snort that as good 
As other mens? 1f1t were not,it wou'd 
Be more diſeas*d,infirin and weak then theirs. 
But no infirmity in mine appears 3 
And therefore lince that health & ſirength do ſhow 
A bodies exceilence, why's not mine ſo? 
—_ this appear diſeaſed ? 

Not to me, 

2 Therefore my feet or body cannot be 
Jn want of other covering;for ne-'re doubr it, 

If they did want,they'ld be che worſe without it; 
For want” $a 1cal evil to mankind ; 
What ere we ne:d, we languith cill we find, 
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] thrive in body, ard look frelh you ſee, 
land ſound and ſtrong; my meat does nouriſh me. 
That fare that's counted courſe and vile by you, 


ITY 


]Makes me both ſtrong and healthful. 


L. Very true. 

[c. Elſe how could aged | who've liv'd fo long, 
Remain ſo nimble,a&ive and fo ſtrong? 

Did 1 on dainties feed,and gayly go, 

To pamper afpetite as others do, _ 

Dwingle and pinelI ſhould, like them whoſe food 
Though twice more coſtly, is nor half (o geo. 


i. Perhaps you might. 


£ 7 6 V Vhar reaſon then is there, 


VVhy you ſhould pats a cenſure (0 ſevere 
Upon my vvay of living and eſteem it 
V Vretched and miſerable? 


 L. I fo deem ir, 


B:caufe great nature ( whom you all adore ) 


J And the great Gods this ſpatious vvorid did fore, 


VVirth ſuch variety of g;/ts.,and thoſe ſo good, 


1 5o excellent both for our eaſe and food, 


In fuch abyuz4axce coo,thar they ſupply 

Our coy delight as wel'*s neceſſity, 

And made all common as the world is,that 

All might of all alike parricipare: 

Thele bleflings then we may, nay oughc ten) y, 
And not to befo yvernice and coy 

To flight them all.or all bur very few, 

As they renegle&ed by che beaſts and yout. 
Water you drink as beaſ?s do,and you eate 
What you nexc tind,as dogs do drink and meat 
nd lodging's all ahke;ro rett or feaſt, 


You bave no betrer pattern then the beaſt, 


The grounds your common bed, & for your cloaths 


They'r ſuch as every beggar juttly loaths. 


You 
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You do content your ſelf with things thus vile, 
Thus poor,and thus contemprible; the white 


Our bounteous God ſpreads his tinwearied hand, 


And with variety gluts ſea and land; 

Purs his fat cattle on our flowry plains, 

And fruikfes the teeming earth with rains; 
Who makes returns in frz;ts ſuch various ſtore, 
Nature her ſelf doth ſeem embroyderd o're. 
The tygging Bee brings her melliflous juice, 
Excracted from all flowers for mans uſe; 
Oylelicea deluge overwhetms the ground, 
And Amber floating on the fea 15 found; 
Peoples the ſeas with tithes, and our field, 


Groan as or'e burdend with the cors they yield; 


With various rare produCttions of fuch things 
As our delight, and with't our wonder brings, 
But above all che amo1 ous fruitful ze 


Hugs the tall trees, and the heare-cheering Wie, 


Bluſhes and {wells in the plump grapes which be 


Drunk with their own rare juyce;& why ſhouid we 


Þendow?*d with theſe abilities which we find 
Do fl! the body,and adorn the mind? 

Why have we ſtrength.ang arrc,and wit, to frame 
Such ſacely fabricks,buc r'enjoy the ſame 2? 
And why does Art ſuch various things produce, 
Bur for our ornament,delight and utc ? 

If you do well in flighting theſe things thus, 
God did not well in ſending them to us. 

Should you by any other be debai*d 


Th*cnjoyment of chele chings, how ill and hard 


VVould ic appear :*youtir would vex your mind, 


As much asif you're fetrerd and conand. 


V Vhy then does your own {cif your [eif reſtrain, 


And limit from them rhus ? 
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. (of I ſhonl1 disdain 
$Indeed co be confin'd by othermen, 
Jand kept from theſe enjoy ments ſo; but chen 
JHear me a licrle,Jer me a:k yourhis ; 
J*uppoſe a man that rich and tounteons 18, 
15bould make a ſumpruous feaſt, and ſhould izvite 
{Gueſts of ail ſorts,and pleaſe cheir appetite 
JVVith cheer of all ſorts too; for (tronomen (frong 
JDiſbes; and for the weater palars MIX among 
1Some milder delicates, and fill bis feaſt 
JTothe degree and palare of each guett 3 
JI mong che eneits there ſhould be oe rhat wowd 
I Snarch and devoure aj} that on th'table ood, 
teaching fromend to end:thongh luity an ifrong, 
1 Yer cats thoſe meats that tothe weak belong); 
1 Onrt-lics all others and out feeds'um too, 
| VVould you thins this man temperate ? 
F, Surely 10. 
Nor temperate, nor good. 
bh Bice then fuppole 

Another perſon thoulkd negleodt all choſe 
I Dclicioius Junkers,a and that. coitly fare, 
1 Andihote e 11;icing dejicares thar are 
SuperfiuouſTy 1 111V cred co 1NVite 
to new arrempes the ſated appecite, 
Jand Placeth in one plata and w holeſome diſh, 
T All chac he ' need&,and all char others wiln, 
And feeds but ſparingly the 'reon,don't you 
ihink this a remperate nan ? 


IL. Indeed 1 do 
1Aand on jult reaſon, 
JC. Do you apprehen:1 


By what ] ſay,what tis 1 do intend? 
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Oc ſhall I tel] you ? 


L. Pray explain your mind. 


C. God's this feaſt- Maſter, who of every kind 
VVith ftore of variozs bleſſings has ſupply'd 
Our various wants,and vag deſires;belide 
For healthy men and /irong he doth provide, 


Such dier as their health and ſtrength can bide; 


The fick and weak he doth with food ſupply 
Apr for their licknefſe and infirmity : 

Not that we a! ſhould upon a!! things feed ; 
But al] have all things thar they truly need : 
Yer fo earag'd our valt deſires /till be, 

And fo iaſatiate is our mind,rhat we 


Reach at and gripe what e*'re we meet withall ; 


And alwaies think what er'e we have tor ſmall 
T* appeaſe our appetite that Fill. aſpires, 

And new exjoyments breed but new deſires. 
The /an4 and ſeas both contribute their ſtore 
To our fond w///s, yer #11! we long for more. 
VVhat nature ſcatters with her /;}*ral hand 
Orre the wide earch, we ranſack for;no land 
No fea ſo dangerous,nor ſo far remote, 

Bur we invade to fill the craving throat, 


And oft negle& whats wholeſome, and whats good, 


Becaule tis eaſy,or tis common food; 


Preferring things bought dear/y,and feccht far, 


Before all ſuch as in their nature are 

Uſeful and good, as if their vertue were 

Not to be good, but difficult and dear: 

And therefore chooling rather to endure 

A reſtleſs,then a quiet life and pure. 
Conlider all thoſe things, vvhich you provide 
To gratihe your hmorlut or pride: 


our tately buztdings,coſtly furniture , 

oibroyderd garments, made to tempt the viewer; 

'our gold and ſilver jewels and your rings, 

ind ſuch unneedful and nnuſeful things, 

For vvhich you 2aizly ranſack every nations 

Not for zeceſſity, bur offextation; 

'Vith hovv much 7oz/e,and hovy much danger they 
uſt be procur'd and purchasd for you,nay 


(ith hovy much b/ood and frughter of poor men, 


Vhom your vain luxury does makes fo, vvhen 
[hey for their /ivelzhood mult plow theſeas, 

ind craverle forreiga land meerly to pleaſe 

our pamperd appetitcs,and find their grave 

th 5:ſome of an wnrelenting wave; 
Or if they ſcape the ſeas,they meet by /and 
Men crueller chen wawves,or YoCcks,0r ſand: 
and vvhen they are through dangers, coſts & pains, 
Purchasd and broughr,diſturb our hearts & brains, 
ind cauſe diſſentions, treacheries and Elawes , 
Murthers & thefts, frands,rapines,make friends ſoes, 
Vake brothers bravvle vvith brothers, and 7nſpires 
$25 vvith unnatural rage againſt their Szres 


JHusbands deſtroy their Spowſes, and the wives 


| 


break off all boyds & ſnatch their basbands lives. 
did it make Enripbile of old 

Baſely betray her husband for his Gold. 

Yet vvhen alls done,theſe coſtly garments can 
Warme or defend or dignifi:a man, 

No more then thoſe which only ſ-rve for uſe. 
Nor do your ſtatly fabricks more conduce 


IUnto our felter and proteFion then 


Thoſe humble Cottag«s,vvhich old vvife men 
puile for xeceſſitz,to guard and vvarin's | 
Againſt the rage of rapine or of ſtormes. 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe ipacious diſhes, and valt gob/ets too 
Wherein you riot, nor for need, bur ſhew , 
Thouth beaten {ilver, or of maſly gola, 
Can'e make the liquor better, which they hold, 
Nor make the food more wholſfome. nor more ſweet 
Nor make you ſee the poyſox you may meet 
Subtly convey*d into them: Nor d' your heaCs 

Or bodies reſt more on your downy beds, 

Nor fleep more ſoundly 'cauſe your bedſteads be 

C What ere you dream ) of gold or Tvory. 

Nay we do oicen find, thoſe men enjoy 

More quiet and contented {leep, who lay 

Their wearied bodies on the humble ground, 

And with Heaven only canopy de around, 

ihen thoſe can find, who roll their limbs in beds 
Of down, or ſpread with Perſian Covericds; 

Nor ts their health, or ftrenoth the more, who eat 
The moſt delicions,and molt coltiy meat, 

Then theirs whoſe jet is bue mean and {mall, 
To nouriſh and refrefl; themicives withall, 

Vefſee the pamper'd bodies often wax 

Tender, infirm, unfic for manly As. 
Conſumprive, full of pains and maladies, 
Unxnown by perſons temperate and wile, 

For luxury and floath, how ere it pleaſes, 

Serves buc ro feed Phyſtians and diſeuſes. 

Yer what a buſtle do men mike, what duſt 

To gratifie their palate, pride, and luſt ? 

Ney which is more then tas, lo vile, fo vain 

Mens hearts are grown,and ſo corrupt their brain, 
Thar they perverc the uſe of things, and bend 
The Creatures uſe againſt the Creatrres end, 

L, Pray Sir who do ſo? 

Go You wi? abuſe poor Men, 
A lttough your feglow Creatures, and have been 
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Vade of theſelf ſame matrer, and inſptr'd 

ich the ſame ſoul, and form, and have acquir'd - 

The ſame perfe&ions too, and by their birth, 

Have as good inter*eſt in whats here on Earth, 

As the Great#ilt He; only by policy, 

By fraud, or force kept in a low degree, 

By thoſe that property devis'd, and franv'd 

Eoaunds for.thoſe rhings which nature free pro- 
( clain'd: 

0 brongh degrees into the VVarld, and fo 

Maſters and Servancs made,and high and low, 

To gratitie Mens [a2yzreſs and pride. | 

Some wult be (erv?d, adord, and deif'd, by 

Mounted in State and rriumph, born along | 

On others ſhoulders,through rh? adorning throng, 

And the poor {laves,are harnef\'d for that roy1, 

And uſed like beaſts; do affes work the while, 

And thoſe in higheſt honour with you ſtand, 

\ho moſt poor {laves can tread on and command? | 

Bur you blame me becaufe I do deſpiſe, 

And wor partake of ſuch fliohe vanities, 

Bur hve content with what 1 do enjoy, k 

Not graſping ſuperfluicies chat cloy, I 

And indilpole the mind, and with them bring 

Cares and vexations, which to them do cling Wit 

Nor are they only dithculr to gain, ill 

Pur allo in the enjoynmet very fain, | 

You don't conhider how few things, how ſmall ['h 

A wiſe contented man nay live withal!l, Fl 

With plentty and with comfort; all thote things 1 

We truly need are few and mean ; this brings 

Zour ſcorn on me, to think or ſay ar leaſt 

Cauſe I live fo, I live but like a beat. 

Bur by that rule the Gods themicelves would be, 

( Canſe they want nothing Jveryer beaſts then we. 
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Conſider rightly and you'l clearly find, 

VVhich is the beſt way to difpoſe your nund. 

Or to want nuch,or lictle, ris the fate 

Of the inferior, and the infirmer State, 

To want more then the nobler and the ſtrong ; 

Thus to weak infants do more wants belong 

Then toth? adult; and thus fick perſons do 

VVant more then healthfull ; and the women too 
(Cods, 

VVant more then men; and men want more then 

For they want nothing. Therefore thoſe, by ods, 

Approach moſt neerly to the ſacred choice, 

VVho want the leaſt, and who the leaſt deſire. 

Can you ſuppoſe great Hercules, that he 

VVhom noble ad&s proclaim*d a Dezty, 

Was in a wretched miſerable caſe, 

Becauſe witzout a garment he did trace 

Th uneven Earth, and wandred up and down 

VVirhout a purple robe, or coſtly gown; 

His body almoſt naked, only dreit 

In a rough skin tane from a flaughter*'d beait; 

Defiring none of all thoſe trifles that 

VVevainly prize, andat ſo dear a rate ? 

Surely he could not miſcrable be 

VVho others did proted from miſery; 

Nor was he poor; his power did extend 

To ſea and Land; whereever he did bend 

His force, he won the victory, and ne*re 

Met with his conquerour, nor with his Feer. 

D* you think he wanted garments or fuch. things , 

Who conquer*d and commanded Lords and Kings ? 

Tis not to be imagin'd ; no he was 

Content and ſober in his mind; and as 

He valour ſhew'd, he ſhew*'d his temp'rance too, 


And ne're indujg'd himſelf ( as now men do } 
With 
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With vain delights. Or what ſay you to me 
Of Theſeys his diſciple ? was not he 

King of the &dthenians , and moſt valiant too 
Of all his ſtout contemporaries, who 

By his renowned aftions, juſtly won 

The reputation of great Neptuxzs Son? 

Yer was his body naked, hisfeer bare, 

Nor did he ſhave liis beard, or cut his hair. 
His limbs wers hard and haivie, and in that 
He our bold Azceſtors did imitate, 

Who hejd a ſmooth and (ofcly sxin tobe 

An argument of Mens cffeminacy; 

And as their ations {poke them men, even fo 
Their plain and imple faſhions ſhew'd them coo; 
They thoughc a beard mans natural ornament, 
And Lyons r003 and rhatthe Maxe was ſent 
For tne ſame end to Horſes; and rhere tis 

in borh by nature plac'd a Comelynes, 

A grace and ornament ; theſe I propoſe 

Unto my ſelt to imitate, not thoſe 

Ridiculous men of this dejuded age, 

VVhole undiſcerning fancies do engage 

Their fond defires ro doar on Luſhious fare 

And gorgeous vain attire, and only there 
Place their imaginary Happinel*, 

For my part | defire nor, | profeſs, 

My hough ſhould differ from horſes, but be 
Like Honghs as Chirons were, alls one to me, 

Il am the nobler much and happier 

That no more garments then the Ly ons wear; 
And that my palac d does 10 morerequle 

Or choyſer dclicates then Dogs defhre; _ 
No better Lodging then the Earth I crave, 

And for my dwelling houſe the world | have; 
And for my diet I provide ſuch mear 
As without colt or croable I may eat. 
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That Gold and filver bravely 1 deſpiſe, 


From the deiire whereof all jils arite, 

That do befall Mankind,ſeditious jars, 
Slaughcers and treacheries, Rebellion, Wars, 
Things that were touch my heart , who little have 
Yet nothing want, nor more then little crave; 
Fhus ftanas che caſe with mezand now you know 
Both my profeſſion , and my prafice tay; 

A{l which is different from Common ſtrains, 
And from the opinion of Vulegar brains, 

From whom no wonder we in habit do 

Differ, ſince we in Principles do tos. 

Burt] admire at you, who attribure 

T” all forts of Mentheir habit and their ſuit; 
Toth” Harper his peculiar garb, and ſo 

To the 7Tragedian his; and yet you do 

No habit of diltiniticn yer deviſe 

Or ſer aparc for vertrous Men or wile, 

But vainly think it fic that they ſhould g0 
Apparet'd as tlie fools and Vulgar do, 

A thing both ill and inconvertent too: 

And certainly if any habit 1s 

Proper for ti good and wiic, tis ſick as this 

T wear, which the luxmious Gallants hare, 

And more then Vice fcorn and abomtiate. 

My garments coſe, and rough,and made of hair; 
My hair's unſhav'n, and both my feet are bare ; 
Your*s are like Pathicks, ſpruce and finica)], 
Ffreminate Courtiers that annot at all 

Be from tae ron. Giitinguitſhed or known, 

Nor by your habits difference nor your own. 
Your garments foft like theirs, and gay like theirs, 
You wear as many as the gallant wears: 

As various too in cojour and in ſhapes, 

As Protean as ove inall's efcapes. 
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So gay your coats, and cloaks,{o neat your ſhoes, 
To trick and kemb your hair ſuch art you uſe, 
And ſo much time and coſt thereon beſtorw, 
Tocurle and powder*t for the {mel and ſhow, 

To tempt, and cheat each other, you that wouw'd, 
Have people think your happy, wiſe and good, 
Ourdo the Vulgar in thefe vanities, 

Thoſe Vulgar which fo proudly yuu defpiſe: 

Yer you mult grant that they do'nt come behind, 
In Parts. Of body, nor 1n o1tts of mind, 

he gay tt of you, but are as ſtrong to toyle, 

As fteut to fight as you, whom luſt can fople, 
And wanton pleaſures conquer and ſubdue 

As (oon as thoſe are leaſt efteernd by you. 

You in your meat, drink;{leep,and your array; 
Are as luxurious and vain as they; 

You ſcorn forſooth to walk a foor, but will 

Ey Beaiis or by poor men be carry'ditill , 
VWhil'icl without relenting can abide 

Both heats and colds, and what ere can betide 
Lis mortals, and with equa] mind T bear 

All things that God ſends down, what erethey are, 
For whici content you count me miſerable, 
\Whereas you thriving worldlings are not able 
So fo cCompole your ſouls to be content 

\With your condition, bite do {hl relent, 

Vez, and repine in every State; all chat 

Iz preſent you diflixe, {{t]] amingac 

Things ablenr with ercat longing ; when you lye 
Cold in the winter you for Summer cry; 

And when the Summers l:cat you do obtain, 

You Summer loath, and winter, court again, 
Too hot (i111 or too cold, like bodies 111, 

You are repining and comptaining {i11l, 
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The ſame effe&s diſeaſes in them do 

Produce, Your Cuſtomes do beget in you : 
Twixt both this only difference we find, 
They're in their bodies lick, you in your mind. 
Yer not conrent that your own ſelves are fo 
Miſled, yow'd tempt and draw in others too 
To thele ablurditics and ills, with which 

You have perplext your lives, led by the itch 
Of blind defire and cuſtome, not the lawes 

Of Reaſon and of Judgment; your luſt drawes 
And hurries you which way it will ; you g0 
By violenc motion, where you will or no. 

Like ro lighe bodies ſwimming on a ſtream, 
Your Juſts drive you, as does the torrent them; 
Juſtas a Rider on an untam'd horſe, 

Is carry*d, not by's will, but th” horſes force; 
Can nor go where he pleaſe, nor ger on's feet, 
Whom if one ſhould in his fierce hurry meer , 
And ask him where he rides, if truch he ſayes, 
His anſwer mult be Where my horſe doth pleaſe, 
To the ſame queſtion you mult anſwer too, 
Where your atte&ions burry you, you go. 
Pleaſure ſometimes,{omettnes amvition drives, 
And ſometimes avarice does rule your lives, 
Contrary paiſons work contrary wayes; 

Fear this way, anger that way, all your dayes 
You're toft like empty ſhips from this to that, 
D«firing {till, but nere agreeing what . 

Yeu are on many horſes mounted, true, 

All wild and all untamable by you; 

You climb the craggy rocks, you croſs the Seas, 
Stick at no hard or dangerous paſſages ; 

No Country fo remote , no toyle (0 great , 

No danger fo apparent, coid or heat, 
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Or pain or hunger frights, or hinders youz 

If your affe&ions bid you go, you do: 

White my contemned life keeps me at home 
Safer, and quieter, then you that rome. 

I can converſe with whom l pleaſe, and do 

VVhartl ( thatis my reaſon _) prompts metro 3 
The 1gnorant though rich,l can contemin, 

And with a free-born mind flight theirs, and them, 
Th” intemp”rate, and effeminate from me fly, 
Fearing my habit, and my gravity; 

The wiſe, the modeſt, and the vertuous be 

The ſole companions and delights of me; 
VVhiiel contemn the wanton Men and vain, 

V Vhoſe glory's in their wealth, attire and train; 
And bravely can their wealch and them deride, 
And make my {corn, that which they make their 
View bur the S:atures of the Gods and fee (pride. 
If they're rfot ſ1mpie-habited hke me. 

In the Barbarians Temples, or the Greeks 

Whoere the Gods attire and faſhion ſeeks, 

Shail find cheir habit, and their beards,and hair, 
Tuſt as my hair, and beard, and habir are, 

They are not painted,comb*d,nor triny'd like you, 
No upper coat made to miflead our view: 

Bur one looſe ſimple veſt like mine they do 
VWeare both to cover and aclorn them too. | 
Therefore heniceforth do you flight me no more, 
Nor yet upbraid me, as you've done before 

For my plain habit, (ince the Gods prefer 

It before all che ret, and for their wear 

Make choice of thisattire, and wiſely do 

Lead us by precept, and example too: 

V/hich when thowlt ponder'd well, thoulc find it 
Better to be like Gods, then like vain Men. (then, 
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Hus ſaid the Royal! preacher, who did ſpring 
From holy David [Tſraels bleſſed King; 

All things are vain, moit vain, nay vanity, 

Tea vanity of vanities they be 

See how the intluſtricus mortalls toil and care ! 
Look how they travel, how turmoyd they are ! 
When their works ended, and their race is run, 
VVhat profir gain they underneath the Sun ? 
This Generation that appears to day, 

To morrow vanitheth and fleets away: 
In whoſe unſtable manſion there comes 

The next, to fill their Predeceſſours rooms: 
And theſe but come and g0;buc this vaſt frame 
Th Earth ftil] remains, though not the very ſame; 
The glorious Heavenly Charioter new drefſt, 
Riſeth in burnift*d glory in the EaR, 

And circles this vaſt Globe with conſtant race, 
Till ir rerurnes to its firſt rifing place. (blow, 
Th? nnconſtant wind that now doth ſouthward 
Anon toth” North from whence it came, will go: 
It whirleth ſtill about, yer in its change 

It tif] returnes from whence it firſt did range. 
The pofting river , though about it wanders 
Curling it ſelf in intricate Meanders, 

Yet with a greedy, and a head-ſtrong motion 
It runs to its original the Ocean. 

VVhoſe vaſt unſatiate womb it cannot fil]; 

For as its taking, ſo tis giving ftill; | 
: An 
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1ndby alternate gratitude ſupplies 

The thirſty Earth,and makes new ſtreams ariſe, 
VV hich by an ever ative imitation 

.eturn from whence they had origination. 
Thus in this toilſome fabrick every thing 

Is fu!l of labour, and doth trouble bring 

To the {till craving Mortal, whoſe falle breaſt 
Vainly ſuppoſes this a place of ret; 

And while he toyles his tabours to poſſeſs, _ 
Enaures more troubles then he can exprels. 
The reftleſs Eye 1s never farisfhied 

Witch viewing ob'eCts; nor doth ti? ear abide 
Content with hearing; Bur the ſenſes ail 

Grow by frurion more hfdropica]; 

Andevery frelh enjoyment ſtraight expires , 
And*s buricd jn the flamies of new defires. 
Thething which hath been in the dayesof yore, 
Shall be again, and what's now done no more 
Then whar hereafter fhall agen be done; 

And ther's no zew thing underneath the Sun; 
There's no [nvention ; that which wefſtlile wit, 
Is but remembrance ; and the fruits of it, 

Are but old things reviv'd. In this round World, 
All things are by a revojution hurl'd. 

And though to us they varioutly appear, 

There are no things bur what already were. 
VVbart thing 1s there within this world that we 
Can juttly fay 1s new, and cry Come fee ? 

\We can*c remember things that have been done 
It" Nonage of the World, when time begun: 
And there will come a time, when thoſe that ſhall 
Sneceed us,flan'tremember us at all; 

When chings that have been or that ſhall be done, 
Shall de etrcompb'd in vaſt oblivion. 


— — — — — 


*\ Mens /abours how they ſtrive to Connterfeit, 


| What they both do and ſuffer, how and why, | 


Which our great God in wiſdom has deſign'd 
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I that your Preacher am, was he that ſway'd 
A Royal Scepter , and have been obey*d 0 
By tl Iſraelites, and in Feruſalem Wa 
Did wear great Fudab's Princely Diadem, (minqÞ 
And us d my wealth, my power, and ſtrength of 
Toſeek and ſearch for wiſdom, and to find Vi 
Thereby the cauſes and effegs of all 

Things done apon this ſulſo/ary ball; 

The works of our great Architect ſurvey'd, 

The firm forudation which his hand had laid; 
The various ſyperFrutnres ſmall and grear, 


h 


And in theirleveral poſtures how they ſtrive c 
To feed, and fexce, and keep themſelves alives P” 
How they do love and hate,are foes and friends, Þ\! 
Upon miſtaken grounds, and falſe felf-ex4s; \| 
How they do? do, and undoe, how they pant C 
And tug to kill imaginary want ; T! 


Their felf-creared rronbles I did ſpy: I- 
Andin my Towring over-lcarch I ſee 

Both what Men are, and what they ought to be, 
A ſoreand tedious travell to the mind, F 


For us poor Sons of mortals , and thought fit 
That we therein ſhould exerciſe our wit. 

All that hath been, and all that hath been dane, 
All Creatures ations underneath the Sun, 

My ſearching ſou! hath ſeen by contemplation, 
And lo all's vaxity, and the fouls vexatzon: 


All men, all chings are crooxed and perverſe, | 
Full of defe&t are it, and they,and theirs, \ 
All ſo imperfe@ that they're nor at all; Mt 


And(which we may the grear'ſt vexation call  Jjz: 


This! 


POEMS, 


his crookedneſs cannot be re&ifi'd , 
or thoſe defetis ( though numberle(s) ſupply'd. 
Vhen I'd arrive the very top of all, 
1 hat the miſtaken Mamoni{ts miſcall, 
2: ond think their chiefeſt blefſings;wealth and wir, 
Vith all th* additaments that cleave to it : 
hen didI to my heart Communicate 
nd ſaid ; Lo I've attained a vaſt eſtate, 
nd do in wiſdome far tranſcend all them 
hat reigned before in Fernuſalem ; 
\nd to compleat the wiſdome of my mind, 
o my large kaowledge have experience joyn'd: 
did apply my aCtive mind to know 
Viſdom and folly, nay and madzxeſs too: 
;, and from th* experience of all, I find 
\11 this is but vexatisn of the mind: 
or in much wiſdom lyes much grief ; and thoſe 
That increaſe kxowledge, do increaſe their woes, 
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ELIT. 


14 ſpeech made 10 the Lord General 
| Monck, at Clotheworkers.Hall jr 
London 5he 13. of March, 1659. at 
which time he was there entertained 
by that worthy Company. 


Ay then ler me come too with my 414reſs, 
Why mayn'r a Ruftich promile,or prof eſs 

His good affection t' you ? Why nor declare 

[His Wants ? how many,and how great chey are 2 


And |} 
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And how you may ſupply rhem ? Since you mayſy 

See our pearts mourn,although our clothes be gray. fy 

Great Hero of three Nations! Whoſe blood ſprings} 
+ From pions and from powrfull Grandfire Kings, I 

With whoſe blood-royal you've enrich'd your veyns,[T 


And by continu'd Pol:cy and Pains Vi 
Have cquali'd all their G7ery; fo that now 

Three Kingleſs Scepters to your feet do bow, T 
And court proteCGion, and a//yuxce tao; If 
And what great men ſtill reach'd at, ftoops to you. [9 
But youre too truly Noble to afpire A 
By Fraud or Force to Greatneſs , or t* acquire Vi 


Scepters and Crowes by robbery, or baſe 
And wilfull breach of Trufs, and O#ths, nor place? 


Your happixeſs in raviſhed Dominion , T 
Whoſe G/ory's only founded in opinion, \ 
Attended ftill with danger, fear, and doubt, 

And fears within, worſe then all thoſe withort. F 
You mutt ſti] watch and fear, and think, and multÞC 
Lofe ail context,to gratifie One /yff, vx 
Should you invade the Throxe, or aim at Pelf, 
7hbrow 4owzx three Nations to ſet up your felfs JE 


© Kzxgs are but r0zal ſlaves, and Pritoners too, 
© They alwayesoy!, and alwayes guarded go. I 


You are for makiÞs Princes, and can find Y 
No work proportion'd to your Poy'r, and wind, JT 
Burt Atlas-like to bear the I/orld, and be  ItÞ: 
The great Reforer of che Liberty A 
Of three long captiv'd Kingdome:,who were thrown By 
By others ſtrong deluſions, and their own Dr 
Miſgrided zeal, to do and ſuifer what | 
Their very Souls now grieve and tremble at, 10 


Debauch'd by thoſe they thought would teach andJa 
” | (rule *uny JA 
Who now they find did ryi;ze and beſos! um, ['/ 
| £.1r 
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ayſDur meanings ſtill were hone? for alas! 
73.fe never dream*t of what's fince come to pals; 
o5þT was never our zztent to violate 
he ferled Orders of the Church or State, 
(ſo throw down Rylers from their Jawfull Sear, 
Verely to make ambicious ſmall things great, 
Or to ſubvert the Lawes; but we thought ther 
The Laws were good if manag*d by good men; . 
fJand ſo we do think ftill, and find ic true, 
u.10/d lawes did more good, and lefs harm then ze. 
And -twas the plague of Countries and of Cirtic 
When that great belly'd hoyſe did ſpawn Committees, 
We fought not for Re/:g70n, for tis known, 
ceIÞPoor Men hare little, and ſome grear Ones none ; 
Thoſe fevv that love it truly, do vvell knovv, 
None can take't from us, vvhere vve vvill or no, 
Nor did vve tight for lavvs, nor had vve need; 
Forif vve had bur gold enough to feed 
itJOur taking Lawyers, vve had Lawes enough, 
Without acdrefling to the ſword or Buff, 
Nor yet for Libertics; for thoſe are things 
Have colt us more in Keepers, than 11 Kings. 
Nor yer for Peace; for if vve had done ſo, 
The So{dicrs vvonld have beat us long ago 3 
[Yer vve did tight, and novv vve ſee for vvhatr, 
To ſhuffle mens Eſtates; rhoſe oyvners that 
Before thefe wars, could cail Eates their own, 
Are beaten out by others that had zone. 
NILoth Law and Gofpe/ overthrown together, 
Ly thoſe who ne re Lcliev'd mn, or /ov?d either. 
| ( domy 
JOur trath,cur trad e,cnur peace,our wealth,our free- 
dIArdour full Par{:aments,thar did ger,% breed "uni, 
y JAre all devour'd, and by a Monſter fell, | 
[om none, but you, could fatisfie, or quell, 
I Yowre 
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(you're wiſe; 
Your're great,you're good,you're valiazt, and 
You have Briareus hands, aud Argus eyes; 
You are our Engliſh Champion, yourre the true 
St. George for England, and for Scorland too. 
1d though his ftorie's queſtion'd much by ſome, 
e'r true,or falſe, this 4ge and thoſe to come, 
il for the future find it ſo far true, 
ar all vvas but a Prophecy of yon ; 
id all his grear and high Archievements be 
:plain'd by youin this Mytholog y. 
erein you've far gut done him; he did fighr 
But vvicth one lingle Dragon : but by your might 
A Legion have been tan'd, and made to ſerve 
The People, whom they mean © undo and farve, 
In this you may do higher, and make fame 
Immortalize your celebrated name, 
. This ages glory, wonder of all after, _ 
If you vvould fice.the Sox,as be the Darghter. 
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